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With thy Saal Shall infuling tales 2 
mile o'er the ruins of thy flare, 
Shall all the golden harvett theirown? 
l kay ahs gh ? Eeelniccsseitaat, 
mean not to teal 
rh tor 8, are torh ruses ah 
aus or ere they bloom? 
fate chesrehmite abe =. 
lo, ye immor ‘owers! —— et et ve walt. ae 
ep the sire esa aiare vs. One 
bt fhallbe no more, Then, thas then, 
Bo ¢ prefume to place on Athens’ throne 
alien race; nay, nen this ne a, in 
* This dear,refemblance of itt is 
Should be the fatal Pails « ey by that de 
Whic fh'das.it r mc he esol He 
1 wil!—L think I will—affit thy ven 
Soft! who comes here ?—’Tis aie ow i inocent, 
How winning foft he looks ! WhatectitBe, 
He knows not the deceit. Look on a Phorbs ; 
Na mens thalt quction him, = . + 
Por, NotI. Great Queen, 
5 2 ¢ yourfelf, nor let this fond crete 
u toa weakhefs. you fhoild bluth mt 
pirsid if poflible I wil, \ 
~ Baxter Uiyfius. 
: My. HMiuftrious Queen, , 
» "The altar flands prepara, and all things 
oe royal prefence,. From tlie King L 
i$ iictenters ; } 
Cre. We will attend his pleafure. | 
Be neat me, Phorbas ; 1 may want thy 
| She looks ‘fot on * sige ” fhe: 
¥}) k to her, »]- Permit me, 
sal humbleh taney: es 
The Ay Gy segue 
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And all my fex returns, “One ik rom him ~ 


—Ourweighs a omnia a Phorbas, leadon, 
(Orl am xe) in weakn Sed Crevfi aad wd Pho 
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et a moment. does the Queen 
ok coldly on ey op thou if netenes ‘« 
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Th of might inert ee, bia 
rar sw ceed 
“iets afuis, em vite 


/ixé41 hope it is no more; yet edch ED So ,2 
Ritts pig Aletes, thou haft rais’d 

uch confits here, fueh hopes, fach Fears, fuch doubls; 
That apprehenfion finks beneath their weight, : 
Well might’'ft thou fay thefe folitary fhades aly ta 
rics tos ack ep ie once sen a ES OF, 


] {cel it is mot true, [ Exit. 
_Enp of the Secop Atr. 
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Fa. “CREWS A. 
|. Creula defcends baflity from the semple-in rae Bforde, 
4 kates plete 


Lye. Stay, mighty Queen; ' 
You know not chat you do; your rage tranfports you ; 
You leave the iites unfinifh’d, andthecroud 

| “In wild amazement gaze on your departure. 

Cre, I will not flay ; nor will I sney bear 

My difappointed hopes.. Oh, honeft Phorbas! 
of, old man! thy penetrating mind 
Saw early their defigns. ’Tis to fupply 

© Nicander’s lofs (Oh, ne'er to be fupply’d !} 
‘That we muft call in ftrangers to the cana 
And yield our {ceptres to Bolian hands, | 
Yes, ye great fhades of my progenitors, 
I hear ye call; ye thall, ye thall have vengeance ! 

Lyc. Whatever you delign, conceal at leaft 
This tranfport of your rage. 

Cre. Why loiters Phorbas ? 

He faw my anguifh; wherefore comes he not 

To its relief ? They fool me paft endurance, , 

Rely they on the weaknefs of my fea? 

Lycea, they fhall find this feeble arm 

In fuch a caufe can lay the diftaff Ly, 

And grafp th’ unerting thunderbolt of Jove, 

Oh, Phorbas,. art thou come ? 
‘ Enter Phorbas from the temple 

Phor, Now, mighty Queen, 
Are my fufpicions juft? Is Phorbas honefi# 

Cre. As light.as truth itfelf.. My couafe 
My bofom friend ! 

Phor. Now fhall a cafual likenefs, 
If fuch there be,.a femblant caf of fea 
The {port of nature jn a human form, 
Shall trifles light as tliefe weigh down con’ 
Oh, Queen ! trom first to lait xii" appar 
Glares on us now, Why were we brough 
But that this youth has Jong been nurtur 
In fecret from the world ; perhaps the fon 
Of Xuthus’ felf, p!ae’d here at firit, to hide” 
The guilt and thame of fome difhoneft mother, 
Tho’ now applied to more pernicious ends, 
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Gre. Teuna be fo, " : 
Phor. And why, fay why, to-day, 
hile Xuthus ftays behind for oracles “ 
¢ wanted not, is young Ilyuffs bid 
‘o meet your eyes, and win with artful tales 
our eafy heart ? - 
Cre. Bid! Was he bid to do it? : Dad 
Phor. I faw the prieftefs whifper fomethitg to him, 
5 1ud fhe bid him wait for thy approach, te 
he muft, forfooth, retire to fected gloom: ¥ 
ed wait for infpiration. Xuthus’ gold 
‘as what infpir’d the traiurefs, Yer, good heaven, 
Vhea from the fhrine fhe gave the fraudful words; 
Nith whar ftrange art the holy hypocrite 
qinimic trances died !—** A banifh’d youth 
s Athens’ caufe of woe.” Too truly faid, 
ho’ for a wicked purpofe, to allure 
hy eafy faith, and lead thee to admit 
ihe fraud which follow’d, 
Cre. Neverjnever, Phorbas, 
ill I that fratd.admit. How readily 3 
Did Xuthus, whem my foolith fondnefs afk'd it, 
onfent to my requeft ! Thos heard’ him fay [79 Lyc, 
Ye fhould adopt this youth ; in feeming {pore 
le fpake jt, buf ev’n then th’ ihfultihg tyrant 
0 “h'¢ fatattruths beneath th’ ambiguous phrafé, 

Phar Mie thould a youth defign’d for folicude 
tsof war? He faw himfelf 




























Bed hin ? And why thould Lycom 
ddet joy, bur chat he found, 

at fondnefs for the boy, 
ratticabte. Nay, to-day, mary 


iefts, wh pt ee . 

efts, who . 
ones 10 Ef cheie eh mS 
ik fatthodds with'the feat of heaven. |, 
Lye, 


acini og ~ rey , 
High words muft rife, which will alafm her pride = 


And fit her for my purpofe, . me [Afide.” 


Enter Xuthus, Ilyflus, Prichs,Pirgins, Guands, Se. from 
the temple. sa boa 


Xut. [Coming up to Crevfa.] Thy looks, Creuft thy 


abrupt departure 


“ Affronting to the god himfelf, and thefe : 
{his facred minifters, too plainly fhew ; 
Irreverent rage, refifting heaven's high will, ms 


Nor dof! thou want, I fee, unthinking woman, 

Inflamers of thy folly’—But of this 

Enough ; behold the youth whom heaven defigns 

Thy heir, and-‘mine. 
é. ere. My heir! 

Xt, Thy heir, Creufa. 

What means that haughty look? Why with contempt 

Dott thoo behold him? Is he chang'd Creafa,? 

Have a few hours fo totally transform’d him ? 

Is all that winning grace of which thou fpak’ft 

Almof with rapture, is thar native charm 

Of innocence all vanifh’d ? Hear him fpeak, 
Hear if he talks lefs fenfibly than when 
Thy pleas’d attention hung upon his words, 
Aud lent each fyllable an added grace. 
What haft thou found, or thy grave monitor ~ 
found, which can fo fuddenly 
t this wond’rous change ? Ts it betaufe 
ve thought with rhee thathe deferves 
ir that ae confents ? a 
thine, pro uéen, erfely flrives — 
dy ee 
thinks, he 
affections. The calm, fleady Xuthus,  @ 
ind ne’er knew the ftormy gcufts 











e weaknefs of the human'frame, * 

fpir’d with fome unufual foftnel¥, 
acles the power to raife at once 

kind afiectiong? Or did he conceal , 





. Lunderitand, chink hi wth 
A fubftirure of mine,. un oe 
a 





Yon awful fhrine, pele " of Eki. erat 
© Bit by that god who bea 
And whofe large eye mere foul I ftris 


By oaths to undeceive thee; breaftslikemine + 
©* Can fcorn th’ imputed fa! fliood ahey_ deteft. 
pe os I ae § to learn ae what vile puree 
vain fu picions rife. Butknow, proud Queen, 
Thigyuath Mall reign in Athens ;. apd yet wae 
_ To punifh thy vain pride, fince thou provok"ft i it, 
I do believe him of Zolian race. 
Gre. Thou doft ? cad 
_. Xuth, Ido. A race ag gloridus, Queen, 
‘As Cecrops’ boafted line rae youth, 
Were I to beg the choicell b boon of Heaven 
From my own loins to rife, I could not hope 
A nobler offspring. 
Phor. Hear’{t thou that? [Afile to Creular 
Cre. I do, 
And will revenge the infulf, 
lyf. [Kneeling.] Gracious Queen ! 
W bat have I done which fhould eftrange th 
Am I the unhappy caufe of thefe sista 
re Kneel pot to me, llyilus. 
Xuth. Knee) not to her ; 
*Tis I am thy peice and thy fri 
* Nay now thy father. 
bf. Yet, Ob, mighty King, 
Permit me at her royal feet to pay 
My humbleft duty. If Lcall thee ff 
She fure muit be a. mother, [Shr 
Xuth. Rife, 18, 
Thou feet the lands unmor'd, 
dbf. No, now fhe foftengy 
I fe it in here 
Cregl will Ped will 
Be mitirefs of my foul. . Why inet" th 
IT blame not thee. é 
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Je Me then thou 
i am the objett of thy ye rip 
Ove “athens itd Tat Have re pays aes fs 
ve A t a 
Becti atic of fame, had Xurhus eaer beet bore 
Xurb, Ungrateful queen, had bce tn been 


hat ow, had Athenwbeen ? m “ 
"Cre, in ruins, " 
And be to become the prey mae 


wy the repuris ?—I knew thou never lov’dit mie, ' 
ci, witnels Heav'n, Iravifh'd not thy hand, 
lhou gav "fit fullenly, but yet thou 'gav'ft it; 
cd L well hop’d thy female fenféof honour, 
- duty to thy Lord, might have fecur'’d 
At leaft my future peace. Thy tend’rer thoughts, « 
ihe wife’s belbornament, I knew were buried y 
oa plebeian grave. , 
Cre. Plebevan grave ! = 
Xuth, Boo) that I was, I flatter’d thy vain forrows, “4 
Indulg'd their weak excefs, and rais'd, I find, 
Imaginary sivals in the tomb : 
Put never More, Creula, never more 
halt chou affront my ill-requited fondnef$: 
will deftrossabat pageant of thy paffion, 
= idol firtine th’ infulting wreaths, 





J nfiilting tyrant, 

th that’s facred co Ni¢ander, 

fe’s awful'rites, I {wear 

forfeit ; nay, the lives 

d race ——Plebei ian grave ! 

iv’d, imperial Xuthus 

h his feet, 

ito Heaven - 

coyld raife him from the earth, © -° 
¢ how imfamious a flave = ah 





¢ uthus.——Come, Hyffus, = |” 
x D her fallen. Look not on her, EE a 
- D She © 
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Say, fhall he die? o 


























She merits not thy tenderne(s. Away! 9° 8) 
f reafon fhould again refume ite fear, +. 
We may expect herat the banquet, Come, 
All here muft’be our gueits) “” ; 
é { Exeunt Xuthus, lyflus, &:. 

Phor. Curb nor thy paflion, give it vent, grearQuees, 
Add let ir burftin thunder on thy foes. 

Cre, It thall, by Heaven, ix flail, —I thought gill now 
My griets were facred, but this moniter dares 
Infult even mifery icfelf. Oh, Phorbas, 
Forgive me, if my tears will foree’a paflage, 
Now, they are gone, and 1 will weep no more. 
Come, finthful counfellor of vengeance, come, 
Inflruct me how to act, fteel ali my foul ; 
Let not rermorfe or pity’s'coward voice, 
The bane of noble deeds, intrude to crofs us. 
Nicander’s injur’d ghofl fhall aid our counfels. 


Phor, Not yet, firft be his fchemes 
Abortive all, his politic-detigns, 
Then let him die defpis'd. 

Cre. Agreed; but how? 

Phor, Now atthe banquet may we crash at once 
His full blown hopes, ‘The fatal caufe remov'd, 
Th’ effect of courfe mutt ceafe. 

Cre. What caufe ¢ 

Phor. The boy. ; : 

I fee thou fhudder'ft at it; * but, great Qiieea ys 
* Hear burt thecogent reafons I {hall offerg 
* And thou wilt think'as Ido.” For the 

Heav'n knows, I with to fpare him, bur 
No earthly means but this cao curfe com 
This politic defigner. * Doubtlefs, long 
* This fav'rite heme to place on Athe 
* His hated race, has labour’d in his bf 
* And all his hours employ’d. On thi 
* He builds the firm foundation pf his pea 
* His happinefstocome. His death Wer 
© He knows his friends, she minions_of 7 
* He knows all Greece, fuich is theivdrend 
© Of Delphi's thrine, will join in the fupport: 
* OF this deceitful claim; aad thatfirm hope 
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« Ac our too fhallow vengeance. 
* Cre. Laugh he thalbnor. 


* 


Phor. * You cannor punith 
Ihave a poifon of fuch fubtile force, 


Yet fo peculiar in its operation, 
‘That it fhall feem the furfeit of the feat, 
Not we have done thedeed. At leait fhall feem fo 
To all but Xuthus’ felf; for he, mechinks, 
Should know the truth, at leafl fufpeét it ftrongly, 
Aad yet not dare-revenge, : 
Cre. L cannot bear it; 
Howe'er we tail in our revenge; my Phorbas, 
The boy mutt live, 
Phor, Good Heav'n! Is this Creufa? 
Js this the vengeful Queea’who would not hear 
Remorfe or pity’s voice ?—Farewel then, Athens; 
Yes, my poorcountry, thou muft fink enflav’d 
TS foreign tyrants, Shewho thould defend 
Thy rights, thy liberties, ttands tamely by, 
And fees the yoke impos’d, nay, {miles to fee it: 
Thy Queen, the laft of her illuftrious line, : 
Confents ro.thy deftruction. 
Cre t Pho ‘ 
o whi wilt, this laft parting pang 
ythy rage.—Yet, Ob, beware 
vain. One look from him 


the banquet 
the draugnt, ev’n in the cup 
t's felf prefents to his young heir 


ly have I for the juft defige 
al lave.” Nay, fhould it fail, 
band, 2 chofen few, 
3, Who {corn to bow the knee, 
ign lord ; mee I place 
2 


. \Will make him triumph ev'n indeath, and laugh, 


‘No, I will punith bome.’ sl 


‘ By any means but this. And”know, great Queen, 


(Why doft thou ftare?) of fuch amazing ftrength, ¥e 
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At the pavilion doors, if need require, 
To fecond our attempr. 
Cre. Yet fay, good Phorbas. 
How kindly did he feem to fympathize 
With my dittrefs! Nay, almoft chid the King, 
When his loud rage— 
Phor. He had been taught his leffon, 
*T wag all defign, all artifice to work 
Upon a woman's weaknefs, *.° 
Cree Think’ thou fo? 
Phor, Ydo. Bur, Oh, my Queen, be more than wo- 
Conquer this foible of thy fex. ° [man, 
_ Cre. Heav’n knows 
How much it cofts to do it, Go then, .Phorbas, » 
I cannot bid thee profper, [2xit Phorbas, 
Oh, Lycea, # 
Thou know’ft not what I feel—Hatte, call him back. 
+ No, ftay-——lI think the bitternefs is paft, 
And I can bear it now. Lendime thy arm, 
I would retire, Lycea.—— Yet from what 
Should I retire? I cannot from myfelf | ——— 
. Oh, boy! thouart reveng’d; whate’er thou fuffer’it..* 
Is light, towhat thy murd'refs feels! [Exeunt. 


‘Eno of the Tuiap Acr. 
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SCENE, the Laurel Groots 7) 
> Phorbas ard Athenians, 
Paorsasy . 






HIS way, my friends; st the pavilion 
Stand ready arm'd, that if we need 
»  Youwmay obferte the fign, and erufh at om 
). Thefe vile ufurpers on the rights of Ath 
L hope we want yenot.—I muftbehid + 
Awhile, felt Xuthus thould fufpect my preft 
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CREUSA. 4h 
The Queen too may repent, I'll therefore fhun her 
Till the deed"s done, irrevocably done. [Mide. 


—But flir not till 1 come— What noife is that ? 
Retire, my‘ friends, the temple's poftern door 
Grates on its hinge.—Be fecret, and we profper. 
[Exeunt /everally. 
Exter Aletes and Pythia. 
Alet. This quarrel was unlucky. A flight breach 
Had leAt my purpofe ftrength ; but wrought thus high 
it may defeat our hopes. She cannot now 
With 2 from her too rath refolves, 
Ar teait n fufpected, Did the, fay’tt thou, 
Reject thy meffage ? 
Pyth. Scarcely.did the pay . 
Thedecgnt dues my facred office claims, 
when I preit her more, with fullen pride 
She filently withdrew. 
Alet, See her I mutt. 
Where went the ? 
___ Pyth. ‘To the thades which over-bang 
Th' Aonian fount, 
Alet. L will purfve her thither. 
Pyth, It may not be, for now I know thy fecret 
‘Tis my turn to be prudent. Know’ft thou not 
Thou thould’ft be cautious, nor expofe thyfelf 
To prying eyes? I heard her, as the pafs'd, 
Jn broken whifpers bid Lycea hatte 
To.Phorbas, and inform that trutty friend 
‘That the would wair him in the laurel grove. 
Here then thou masy’it furprife them both, and crown 
Avoncethy whole defign. « 
Alet. Thou counfell’t well, 
And L will guide me by thy kind advice. 
* Ob, Pythia, how did every thing confpire 
* ‘To give me hopes that I thould place the boy 
segure on Athens’ throne, unknown to all 
whom fate had made his firmpft friends.) « 
s Lus'd towmake it furey . 
anoit adverfe tothe caufe Llabour'd, © © 
on Xgithus’ piety, ipl 
‘d us, fuceefs were mine; ‘ : 
hope it fuli,’». What moft 1 fear ate 
° D3 Ls 
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Ie the Queen’s warmthof paffion, ‘To which end 

I muft proceed with tendernefs, and hide, 
For fome fliort rime, Iyffus from her knowledge. 
T have unnumber'd cautions to premife, 
Which her o’erflowing joy may haply ruin. 
The banquet, is i 
Pyth. It has long 
Io vain expected its illustrious guefts. 
The King already has forgot his rage, , 
And hopes returning thought ina more the Queen 
To equalamity: he therefore finds 
Continual causes to delay the feaft., 
4let. Retire. Perhaps ’tis fhe; I hear the fteps 
Of fome whomove this way, . Lexis Pythin. 
What meand he here ¢ + 
Why art thet abfent from the banquet, youth? © 
Si Enter liyffus. 
Th/f. Yt hase joys for me. I fear, Aletes, 
Thou and the Pris have moft foully play’d 
For my advanceméttr 
fle, Ha! : 
diy. Where are the parents > 
Whom thou cidit promife to my hopes? Alas ! 
T find no parents bere, nokind regards, 
No inexpreffive foudnefs. Stern debate, 
And foul diffention kicdle here their torch 
To ufhérin my greatnefs. Ev’n Creufa, 
Whofe tendernefs I know not how alarm’d 
My throbbing hearr with hopes, and doubts, and fears, 
Unfelt before, ev'n fhe has taught her eyes 
To look with ftrangenefsgn me, The good King, 
_ Who yet withdraws not his protection from me, 
Seems loft in anxious thought, Unkind Aletes, 
Art thou the caufe of this? Say, am I fprung 
Of race olizn? For by Heaven I fwear, 
_ “By that pure fouptain of immortal truth, 
"Twill not brook deceit, I willagain, , 
‘Howe’er the glit’'ring mifchief tempt my youth, 
Become that humble unknown thing I was, 
Rather than wear a crown by falfhoog gain’ 
* Speak then, and give me eafe,’ 
\ Alet, My dearet boy —— . 
e I 
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His virtue charms me, though it may prevent ! 
His own fuccefe. Oh, happy, happy Athens, , 
To gain pce. ss whofe honeft foul 
Syams afi n’d fraud ! 4 
li. Stade Aletes, Chie 
And do not by that look of tendernefs, 
And murm'ring to thyfelf, alarm me more. 
Alet. What fhould [ fpeak ? This very morn, Ilyffus, 
This very morn I told thee a few hours 
Would fhew thee what thou wert ; but thy impatience 
Brooks not that fliort delay, Itfeems Aletes 
Has left his ufual credit with Ilyflus, 
Ev'n with the youth his anxious care has form’d, 
Think’ft thou, the man who taught thy feeling heart 
To ftart at falfhood, would himfelf commit 
Tref thou fhudder’ft at ? MVhat have I done, 
Which fhould induce thee to a thought fo bafe ? 
Did e’er my precepts contradict my heart ? 
Did 1 e’er teach a virtue I not practis’d? 
--+] fee thou art confounded. Know then, youth, 
I blame not thy impatience, nay, I praife 
That modefty which can fo foon refume 
Its feat, when all things round are big with worlder, 
Ere night thou fhalt know all; till then, Ilyffus, 
Echave as Athens’ king. 
lif. Ob, good Aletes, 
Forgive my rafhnefs. Yes, I know thee honeft 
As truth itfelf, and know the wond’rous debt 
owe thpgoodnefs. Yer, if thou confefs 
That I have reafon for thefe anxious cares, 
Thou wilt permit me ftill to queition thee. 
Nay, lock upon me whiift I {peak to thee, 
Perhaps thou haft fome fecret caufe, Aletes, 
For all thankind attention thou haft fhewn me,- 
From infancy till now ? Why doft rbow tarn 
Thy eyes toearth? ’Tis plain thou hafta caufe : 
Thou know’ft from whom I {pring ; how canft'thou elfe 
With confidence aflert, thar yet ere night 
soe all ?—Say this at leait, Aletes, 
ithe 
































n’s anger ceafe ? 
Ir Ilyflus. 
wait her here; on what defign “9h 
I mut 


“Amidil the bufy fcenes of active greatnefs, 
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I muft not yet inform thee. The next time 
Thou fhalt behold her thou wilt find a change 
Incredible indeed, from rage to fonduefs, 
From cold referve to tears oF buriting joy. ¢ . 
[ily ffus és gorng to /peak cagerly, 
——Afk me no more.— Yet fomerhing didft thou fay 
Relating to the caufe which fix’d me here 
Thy guardian, thy inftructor, and——the time 
Will come, when thou fhalt know it all, Ilyfus, 
And blefs my memory. 
thf, Thou weep'ft, Aletes, 
My tears will mingle too. 
Alct, Forbear, and leave me. 
Yet itay a while, for now perhaps we part 
‘To meet no more. a 
Isf. Nomore! Thou Wilt not leave me 
When moft I want thy care! ’Twas my firft thought, 
*Twas the firft boon I afk'd of the good King, 
That thou mighr'it be my kind inftrudtor fill, 
He prais’d my gratitude, and I had prownis'd 
To bring him to thy cottage. He himielf 
Shall be a fuitor to thee. 
Alt, Thou haft afk’d 
Thou know’ft not what: it cannot be, IlyMus, 
That Xuthus and Aletes e’er fhould meet 
On terms of amity. The {miles of greatnefs 
To me have loft their value. For thy love 
J could do much, and to be fever’d from thee 
Palls at my heart-ftrings. But refiftlefs fare 
Has fix’d its feal, and we muft part for ever, 
How hard foe’er it{eem. Thy youth will foon, 


















Forget its monitor; bur I muft bear 
In hopelefs folitudé the pangs af abfence 
‘Till thought fhall be no more. 

Tf. Oy heav’nly powers ! 
Then there is fomething dreadful yet conceal’d, 
I cannot part from thee in ignorance. 
‘Tell me, Aletes, 

Alet, Would I could! But now 
Tt mutt not be.—Hatte to the banquet, 
Thy duty calls thee thither. 
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thy. Go 1 cannot, ~ a ale 
Till thou affur’t me we fhall meet again. : 
diet. Ug poflible we will. 1f not, remember, 
: ult know thyfelf, that on thyfelf 
3} thar virtue, glory, happinefs, 
Are clofe-conneéted, and their fad reverfe é 


I: vice, is pain, 1s infamy.—Alas ! 
Thefe were the leflons of thy private life, 
This I ravegold thee oft, but my fond tongue 
Juns o'er its former precepts, and forgets 
Thou now muft mounta throne; 4 larger fcene 
O! duty opens. 

Inf. Yer the tender friend, 
Who fhouldGireét me, leaves me to myfelf. 
Canfl thgy abandon me ? 

Would face permit 

l would attend thee fill. Bur, Oh, Ilyffus, 
W hate’er becomes of me, when thou thal! reach 
That envied pmacle of earthly greatnels, 
Where faithful monitors but rarely follow, 
Ev'n there, amidit the kindett finiles of fortane, 
Forget not thou wert once diffrefs’d and friendlefs. 
Be firiGtly juft; but yet, like Heaven, with mercy 
Temper thy juftice, From thy purged car 
Banith bafe flattery, and fpurn the wretch 
Who would perfuade thee thou art more than man 5 
Weak, erring, felfif man, éuduved with power 
To be the minifter of public 3 
f conqueft charm thee, and rhe pride of war 
Blaze on thy fight, remember thou art placed 
The guardian of mankind, nor build chy fame 
On rapines, and on murders, Should foft peace 
Invite to luxury, the plesfing bane 
Of happy kingdoms, know trom thy example 
The blifs or woe of namelefs miilions {pringsy* 
‘Their virtue, or their vice.” * Nor think by laws 
* Tocurb licentious man; thofe laws alone 
* Can the headilroag many to their yoke, 
¢ it prefemt int’reft to obey them.” 


” 


P ' ‘ 
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CREUSA. 
Enter Pythia haflly. 
~~ Pyth, lyftus! wherehine at aon baee? 
The King expeéts thee, and the banquet wa’ a. 
dhf. I cannot go. hie. © 
& Hist. Thou muft; thy fate depends 
Upon thy abfence now. The Queen approaches, 
Atrer the banquet I again will {ee thee, é 
And thou thalt know the whole. I will, by Heaven. 
[air ly tus 
Pythia, away, and wait me in the temple. [Zavs Pythia 
She faw them not; on her contra&ted brow 
Sits brooding care. She fpeaks ? My heart beats thick, 
And my tongue trembles to perform its ofhc. 
Nowate attend, and perfect thine own work ! 
\ Enter Creafa nan 
Cre. "To whar have I confented !—Ha! who art thou 
That thus inrrud’it on facred privacy, 
When the o’erburthen'd mind unloads its grief, 
Its hoarded miferies. 
let, Thy better genius! : 
Cre, That voice is fure familiar to my ear! 
Who art thou? Speak. 
' Alet, One whom adverfit 
Has taught to know himfelf, I bring thee tidings 
Of an unhappy man who wrong’d thee much, 
But much repented"6f the wrongs he did thee ; 
Of thy Nicander, Queen. 
Cre. Nicander, fay’{t thou? 
Oh, then thou art indeed my better genius ! 
_. Alet. Now arm thy foul for wonders yet tocome ! 
+ Perhaps he lives. 
Cre. He lives ? [Looking on him with amazemmt- 
Alet. (After great irrcfolution and fruggles with bimfelf, | 
Behold him here ! [She faints. 
—What has my rathnefs dene—The bluth of life 
Has left her cheek, the pulfe forgets to move, 
Where thall I turn? I cannor call for aid, 
Nor can I leave her thus. She breathes, 
—Yes, yes, Creufa, thy Nicander lives, 
And he will catch at leaft this dear embrace, = 
» Thoughmnow thou art another’s, 
Cre. Gracious gods! * 
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> wy 
) ory 22) Gnome 
Tr is, my Lord! “ . inf ; 
ise KA ‘chasis bo powergnearth: = 9 4 

“ * 


Shall e’gaqdivide us more. = 
whe be, my fenfes all deceive me—— Pe. | 
And yet ra is? h, let me gaze upon thee, ¥ | 
Kecail each trace which marks thee for my own, _: 
And gives me back the image of my heart. AF ! 
How-tifNeand grief have chang'd thee! * But my love 1 
* Cen ‘knojgio change. My Lord, my life, my hufband 

Where halt Yfttu wander'd? How. hait thou been hid re 
From love's allfpiercing fight? The bloody ruffians, 7 
How didit tho their rage? Ordid they wreak 

$ innocent alone 




















geance fall. % 
Cre, Does he live ? re 
Nic. He does, y tA 
* Cre. Oh, honeft Phorbas ! Murder pow is virtue. 

* (Afde. 

* Nic? “The fabled murder was all ftratagem 
Contriv’d for thy dear fake ; mo impious rutias 
Purfued our fteps, I found that I had wrong’d thee 
Beyond redrefs, nor knew another means ; 
Burt by my death to fave thee from difhonour. 
. Defpairt thought might conquer love, and thou ; 
* Once more be Athens’ pride.” The  preciguaphargeyys ] 
orbade a real death, I therefore ftuin’d 
Vith blood my well-known prrpentss {which » peed | 


Cre K curls'd effect. —But 1 have nearer fears« 
How cim'tt thow hither? Wherefore ro thefe thades? : 
The bay, where is he? swe 


Nic, Far from hence — 

Cre, Thank heaven ! 

Nic. He livesin and fafery.—What difturbs thee? 

Cre. Nothing—I dare not tell him what I fear’d, 
His hones breait might fhodder atthe guilt, ' 
Thapgh now it be move needful.—The dear boy, 4 


have? : 
moan could détise, gms 





_ Xuthus muft flill reign on, thy Lord and hufoand. 


_ What my moft vi 
And his firm tif eed ety 


~ Thou dearett, beit of women, ——My torn heart 


* But now if thou confent'ft, ally mi is mine, 














ey ly tC 5 ite 
a hayes soa 


With all -youth’s ei foften i 

Cre. *Tis too much 
Oh, happy mother ! Call'ft thou him, N*.ander ? 

Nic. No, don, ’twas the name the matron chofe, 
Who gave him to my care, - 

Gre, Then Ion be it, : 

on fhall reign in Athens, Kinow’ft thou, lewe, ' 

The curs'd defign which this Aolian here, 
And the vile maid— z 

Nic, The priettefs, it fhould feem, * . 
With Xuthus has confpir'd to fix his race” : 
On Athens’ throne, - 

Cre. But never thall his race 
That {cepterwield, 

Nic. Itneéver fhall, Creufa, 
Thave a means— 

Cre. My means, thank Heaven, is furer. [Yu 

Nie. Bat will'tell thee all from firft to lait. 
Hear then, and weigh my words, for fate is in them, 
Xuthus, th’ Athenian king —— 

Ore. Ithink not of him. * 

Nic. Beware of that. Whate’er thou think’ft, Creat 


Cree Xuthus, my Lord! then “what art thou, Niear- 
Deft thowdefpife me for a crime thyfelf : der? 
Hatt forc’d me to commit? My foul was thine 
Ev’n when I gave ay hand, and ill remains 
Uniainted, andefil’d. , — 

Nic. Tknow it well, 


Drops blood while I propofeir, yet we muft, 
We mutt for ever part.—— Forbear, Creufa, 
That killing look ffrikes h me.—Think, Oh, think, 
‘What in this age of abfence I have borne, 
How com cach tender thought, and liy'd 
For thy dear fake a victim tod delpais. 


And forgive my fate.—The dear, dear be 

I have agmeans to place on him on the thet 
as we could with, 

Cre. Secure he hail be, 











T will proclaim him to the world as mine, : 
od Athens thall with joy receive its fowreign; = 
be tyrant Xathas fhall be taught to fear et 


















fnels, my Creufa, +) 


Cre. 1 will be fath, if this } 
Be ramets, to declare to earth, to heav’n, a 
A mether’Ageart-felt joy, whofe only child ©’ ad 
natch’d fi ¢ grave, unhop'd for, comes to claim, .) 
With eve and every virrue crown’'d, 
Th’ imperial Tat of, his great anceftors. a 
Aod fhall we, ’ 
Nic. Wi 
For by my 







Med not wait ; 

ai th’ important means is found 

dno human power but thine 

Can hinder our fuccefs. J would havehid * 

The fecret from thee till thy wifh’d confent 

iad giv’n my purpofe ftrength, bur thou defear'ft 

My utmoit caution, and wil: force me tell thee, 

lly ilus-is young Lon! Ha! Creufa! ; 

W hat means this look ? Good Heaven! how hereye fixes! 

‘ What have 1 done? What faid, which couldatack * 

* The feats of fenfe with this amazing force?” 

My wife, my Queen, Oh, fpeak!—— ; " 
Cre, Off, touch me not, as 

Thou cant noc bring relief. ——Oh, Iam eurs’d 

Beyond all power of aid, ‘Thou too art curs’d nae 

And know?it it not——He dies, she dies, Nicander! — 






















Nic. nent! Who? x 
Cre. Oh, had’ he not been mine, © = 4. 
His youth, his foftnets, cach attracting gracems 


T thould have ftaid whole ages, ere in thought 

] had confented to fo dumo’d a deed. 

Tears, tears, why burit ye not ?—But what have L 

To do-with tears? thofe are for tender mothers. Zz 
prefs weeps nor o'er her mangled prey.” TS. 


~ \ : ona” 8 
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And I confented; at the feaft he dies — 
By poifon.—* Oh, my foul !” 
ic. Fly then, ‘this infant A 

Perhaps thou may’ft prevent it, as thoucam'{}/  “aemy, 
He parted hence.—I knew not to his death."- 

Cre. I go, I fly. 

Nic. Yet stay, thy rafhnefs there, 
If fate has fav’d him, may undo us yet: ny 


_ =The Pythia! true, the Pythia thall rufh ix. 


To ftop the fatal banquet, anddeclare = 
The feaft unhallew’d ; * at this lucky mom\wt 
© She waits me in the temple.’—Stay,-Creula, 
[&4# Nicander. 
Cre: The Pythia, no; I will myfelf outhrip 


The lightning’s fpeed. Whatever be th’ event, 
*Tis not tao late to die. *seent?, 


Enp of the Fourtr Act. 





ACT V. 
SCENE, the Laurel Grove. 
Phorbas'end Lycea. 


LyceEa. 
H, earth! Oh, heaven! Oh, wretched, wretched 
"Athens ! 

Phor. Speak on, Lycea; wherefore art thou filent > 
Why doft thou ical me tb this fecret fhade ? 
, What eo. flowing tears ? : 

e Queen, the Queen! : 
Pas, Sa ehge of her 
Lyc. Tknow not; all to me 


pee confifion, . 
hor. What thou know’tt f 
wr ” She (ent me forth ta {eek thie# Phorbasp 4.0% 
thee not, but met at my return Ne 


Creuit™, 


om 


eRevsa =O 
Crewfa’s felf. Defpair was in her eyes, Pr 7 
{ 


— 


With hafly fteps fhe thot impatient by me, 

Nor liften’d when Ifpake, I follow’d wond’ring, 
d epterd the pavilion, 

“ Phor. Tite,pavilion ! 


— 


" 








She learnt had delay’d the feaft, 

And won thd, ing once more to afk her prefence, 
* Where is me clafp him to my breaft,”” 
She cried ; now no longer will r 


command.” Imperial Xuthus rofe 
[port fo receive her, and loud thouts 
Proclaim’d the people’s joy. When, death to fight! 
Eternal pain to memeny ! the flave 
Prefents the goblet; Full, the cried, a third, 
I too will hail Ilyffus King of Athens. 
But firft, all fwear, {wear by immortal Jove, 
By the far-darting god who here prefides, 
And the chafle guardian’ of our native fancs, 
Swear here, {wear all, and binding be the oath, 
Ilyffus only fhall be Athens’ King, 
Phor, What-could the mean ; 
Lyc. Attentive Xuthus caught 
With joy the happy omen, and all fwore 
llyffus only fhould be Athens’ King. 
This done, 1 faw her from Ilyffus’ hand 
Snatch the dire goblet, and to him refign 
Her own untouch’d, The flave whoimi draught 
Turn’d pale and trembied, 1 with 
Prefs'd forward, but in vain; the firmly grafp’d 
The bowl, and fmiling drank it to the dregs. 
Phor. The poifon, ha !—I knew her foolith fondnefs } 
Would ftart at murder’s name. But wherefore die? rv 


Heaven’s figh 
ache 


: 


Why turn upon herfelf her impious -_ 
"T 4 anand all; or elf fone mage contrivance, ia 
Some fresh /Eolian fraud.—I care not what. =. ; 
Vieap iy pas Aiea ls 
eee Survives — 


iF 


b 
¥¢ 


i 


Survives, and thall furvive- —Tmuft be fudden. 
beliefs will betray me to the King, 


ye 


, 


- 


i edy prefence there bad fav'd us all. ae ee 
ee oa 


a ees Saree 
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cut offev'n this lait refource, ‘Lycea, 

Be fecret, and thy country thall be free. 
Lye, Were it not bener, Phorbas, firdt te 

Perhaps fome fecret unrevea!’d may lurk 

Beneath this fhow of unexampled rafhnefs, 

She left the banquet foon, and with the Pythia os 

Enter’d the temple. y+) 

Phor. With the Pythia, fay'it thou? , ae 

Then there is mifchief toward, Wy 
Lyc. Yet now alone 

We may furprize her, for I faw the ms 

Quick from the fane return with hafty ftepss* 

As if difpatch’d on fome important meflage 

Perhaps to findthee our. Sure thou honda 
Phor. And perith, ha !—No, no, my facred country, 

Too much already bave I been deceiv "ds 

I will not leave thee in a woman's power. 

—Yet hold, Lycea may inform her of them 

And my defigns prove yet abortive, ‘Maid, 

ip Bo prefence ma Bea needful. 

Mine! Good heaven, 

Tn what? Creufa will requre my aid 

At leatt my tears are due to my poor Queen 

Ip her laft moments. 

Pier, Stay, the wants them not; 

1 know the peifon’ 3 force'too well, Lycea, a 

Vo fear a death fo fudden. This way, maids. 

Nay, thou mult go; I Auli have bu fine fur chee, 

Some fecret m to the Queen, Lycea, 

Which thou @i@ne can’ft bear. [ Exar, 

& Enter Pythia and Nicander, 
Pyth. "Twas he, I faw him and Lycea with him. 

, Sure he thould be inform'd!—Thou hear'lt me net, 
Nic. Thissaction of the Queen-fits near my heart. 
Pyth. She bade me tell thee, —But why waile we time, 

‘Thownow may'it enter at the poftern gate 

Unfeen by all, % 
Niew Why did't. thou not rufh in, and ftop the feat? 


ee her. 


What could Ido? "The Queen was there alread; 






/That in kd ber 
Nic. oe breaks thes? a 
My foul a for ber, 
Oneve: ¥ ring thou 
kV here 18 he, at the Se 
Pyth. He is. 
te And where Creufa ? 


already told:thee, 
Bet t an it not, in the temple’s gloom, 





e > faire fee ming? 
ae a 7 rae = 


— dear, dear boy != 





quet fill 


Retir'd pecting thy approach, 
We there Py etrle all, 


Nie. 1 fe 
* Thow fee ns are too near concern’d: 
€ to us; thy cooler ienfe : 
* Muft hi ee us,’ Does the poifon’s power 


Pyth, Novy et; I would have tried 
Some powerfu antidote to a its forces 
But the refufes life, and only begs 
To fee her fon and thee. 
Nic. Twill attend 
~ the initant. But firft hear me, Pythia 5 
ou feeft on what a precipice we tt 
lt were in vain to hope we could:conceal 
The truth from Xuthus, from the reft we may ; 
‘Tis thy tafk therefore-— 








uch, 


Pyth, What? To own the fraud,. va . 


And publifh to the King that Delphi’s thrine: ” 
"k not oracular? Ha !! 
Nic, To the King 
*Twere better fure to publith the deceit 
Than tothe world; and where’s the means but this ~ 
To hide ix? By Creufa's art thou fay’ft 
He is already bound in folemn oaths 
To leave Ilyflus heir to Athens’ throne.. 
Can’ft thou notadd fill r oaths, or ere 
Thou doft reveal the fecret of our fate?’ 
They who thall dare pba. them ? it eo the King- — 
Thd know'tt his ferup’lous mg eS pe 
A)moft to weaknefs, = Biron wpe St to it? 


yee again hum 5. 
i i ie 
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Hear his forgotten name. 
\ Pyth. It mutt be fo; 
And yet 

Nic. What yet? To Phorbas thou withyadfe 
~~ May’it own the truth? He will not flart at fraud 

In facred things. Bur fee, the Queen approaches 
Impatient of our flay. She changes not ! Nol 
The bloom of health is {till upon her check 4 es 
Fain would I hope-———But hopes, alas! ¢ in. —— 
Whar haft thou done, Creufa? 

Cre. [#@xtering.) Sav’d Tlyflus! 
Nie. Thou mighr’'ti have liv’d with 
Cre, Liv’d! good heaven! 3 

T ftart, 1 tremble at the thoughts of hfe. 
Can’ft-thou refleét on what I had defign’d, 
On what] om, and what; alas! I have beea, 

And not perceive death was my only refuge ? 

—Am I not Xuthus’ wife and what art thou ? 

O had’ft thou feen the torments of my foul, 

“When in one bafty moment it ran o'er 
"The bufinefs of an age, weigh’d all evente, 

Saw Xurhus, thee, liyffus, Athens bleed 
Intone promifcuous carnage !—Lighe at length + 
Burft thro’ the gloom, and heaven’s own voice proclaim'd 
One victim might fuffice. 
For Xutbus honour ftrove, and mightier love 
Affum’d-Nicander’s caufe. Who then could fall? 

Gould Xuthus ? Could Nicander ? No; Creufa. 

Nie, Would thou hadft been lefs kind !——= Bar, Omy 

‘To blame thee now were vain. ——— [ Queen, 

‘Gre, To blame! ’Tis praife, ‘ 
_ *Tis triumph I demand. Helives! he'reigns ! 

Young Ion lives! young lon reigns in Athens ! 
Obring him, Pythia, bring himto my arms; 
Letme bur pour a laf fad blefling o’er him, 

» And death has loftits terrors, ; 
How now, Lycea? > « 

7? Enter Lycea haftily. % 

»? fa Mighty Queen} T know not 
thy command would authorize th’ attempr, = * 
ate 2 
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pot Phorbas, with an arm’ Athenian 
Now enters thé pavilion, to deftroy 
he King and young Ilyffus, 

Nic. Kerth and heaven! 


Cre. O let ta* fl¥ to fave him, 4 

Here thall their porynards 
Nic. Keft thou there, Creufa. 

Th eeedice to-day have prov’d too fatal. 

My Int Ty" | fave him trom the ftroke, 

And on th nt fend him to thy arms. 

y minc! [Exit 

» I will not be reftrain’d, 









What maJcan do Nicander w 1! per form, ‘soy 

Tle isa father anly to my child, > 
He cannot tell them what a mother fects, 
—Phorbas was born the curfe of me and mine. 

I might have known to what bis impious tage : 
Would urge him on, and fhould hive firft inform’d him, 
= Gods! muft I never know fweet peace again ? 
Wot even in death have reft! ; 

Pyth. Behold who comes 

To blefs thee:ere thou dieft, amd*ceafe to murmur 


, 


At heaven’s high will. 7 
Enter llyffus. me 

Cre, It is, it is Nyffus— ~ ~ 
My fon, my fon ! er 


Ibf. Good heavens! and do I five 
To fee a parent melt in fondnels o’er me! 
—Aletes fav’d me from the foldiers* arms, 
And bade me fly to find a mother here, 
Artthou indeed that mother, mighty Queen ! 
And may L call thee fo? Thow arr, thy looks ." 
‘Thy tears, thy kind embraée, all, ail proclaim : 
The truth—O let me thus, thus on my_knees— - 
Cre. Rife, rife, my ehild; Tam, Tam thy mother; "> ~ 
if O facred found, [ly flas is 1b more re, 
Tht outcaft youth, A mother and a Queen 
He finds atonce, he ; 


i Ade Lien st ’ 
h cee . 


> 
Ss 
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== 
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; ~ a 
Cre. But art thou fafe, my child ? m4 
. Haft thou no wound? ; 
; df, The old grey-headed man, 278 
| Who brought this morn the news o wa arrival, 
_ Had rais’d againft my breaft his eager fword,, wee 
|  Defencelefs I; when good Aletes came: LU. — 
" And fnatch’d me from the ftroke. 1 would have ftaid, 
Unarm’d with him have ftaid, but his command 
Was abfolute, that I thould fly to find, ~*y! 
What I have found, a mother! pe abracings 
Yer, Oh, Queen! € 
Why am I thus encompafs’d round with ad ? 
May I not know this riddle of my fgte ? 
Why firft condemn’dto pafs my intent tae 
Ih “ ae retreat? If Iam thine, “y 
Thy fon, illuftrious Queen, fure 1 was born |. 
To thrones and empires ? Senta 
Cre.. Thou art born to thrones, 
And fhalt in Athens reign, 
Lhf. As Xuthus’ heir 
Is Xuthus then my fire? Forgive me, Queen, 
T have athoufand, and a thoufand doubts. 
Can Xuthus be my fire ? 
Pyth. Forbear, Llyflus, 
Nor prefs thy fate too far. When time permits,, 
Thou fhalt know all. 
Cre, Shalt know it now, Ilyffus. 
Not Xuthus is thy fire, but that brave man, 
Who but this ifftant fnatch’d thee from thy fates. 
» And by that aé& proclaim’d himfelf a father, 
f Jhfj. Aletes? 
} Cre. Not Aletes, but Nicander, 
| My wedded Lord, thy fire !—And fee, he comes. 
To blefs thee, and confirm the facred truth, 
Heaven, he bleeds ! 
t Enter Nicanden 
b Nic, To death, to death, Creufa. 
_ Amid the fray I met the fate 1 fought for. 
_ All elfe is fate, and Xuthus now purfues : 
A fcatter’d few, who fall beneath his word, 
| =-Where is my boy ?— Ye guards of innocence 
; How has he been befet, and how efcap’d! . 






















od clafp him to my breaft ; no more Aletes, aps ee | 
‘ne fage inftruétur of « youth unknown, “ & 
avche dear father Weeping o'er his child. 
Lyfe Ob, Sit, what gratitude before in{pir’d+ 
et duty pay. 
Nice I have no time to wafte 
a i nenepon Hear my laft words, Tlyffus, 

ad biA@e my to thy heart, ‘Thou ftill muft live 
The fon off pus. The good Pythia here 

iil tell chag)_A the ftory of thy fate ; 

nd may"ft AG peter as thou doft obey 
Her facred coviel, Xuthus too muft know 

he fatal rz; but to the world befide 
Jt mutt bethid in darknefs. 
Phorbas fure 
hould be inform’d. 

Nic. Phorbas has breath’d bis laft; 
nd the brib’d flave who mix’d the poifonous draught 
‘ell by this hand —lIlyflus, Oh, farewel, 
will not bid adieu to thee, Crevfa, 

* colour changes, and the lamp of life 
adesin thy eye; we foon fhall meet again, 
ly fas,’ Oh! br 

Lyf. Row hard he-grafps my hand ! 
ly Lord, my father! Have learn’d fo late, 

ocall thee by tharname, and muft I lofe, ¢ 
or ever llofe Good heaven, fhe grafps me too ! 
‘hat means it, Pythia ? the cold damps of death 





Cre, Oh, my child, enquire no farther; 
Tis fittingewe thould parr. Lycea, Pythia, 
Intreat of Xurhus——yer Pneed not tear a 
His goodnefs, though 1 wrong’d him, foully wrong’d him, 
He yet will prove a father to my child, + 
And from the world conceal the fatal truth. : , 
Oh, Iam cold what boltsof-ice thoor through met" 
Howgny limbs fiver Nearer yet, my child, my? 





Mylight grows dim, and J with to gaze >. 

For ever on thee. ——Oh, sc ae not b— “5 

y'p thou art loft, Hyffvs—Ob—Farewel. (Diese 
- | Wife 


ve | 
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Tif. She dies, thedies. Was I then only mock'd 
With a vain dream of blifs, to be plung’d back 
In deeper mifery ? Did I but hear 
The tender name of child breath’d fondly o’er me, _.. 
‘To make me feel what ‘tis to lofe that name? 
Oh, I am ten times more an orphan now, 
Than when 1 knew no parents. 

Enter Xurhus, &c. 

Xuth. Where is this murd’refs, who wit! |... 
Seem’d to confent to ours and Heaven's ¢ 5, 
Only to make us a more eafy prey 
To her affaffins ?—Ha, Creufa dead ! 
And the brave franger who preferyu. ul? 
Is he too dead? e boy 

Pyth. lyfius lives. 
And thou haft {worn, great King, that he thal: ._ igjimes 
Supreme in Athens, Say, doft thou confirm 
That oath? 

Xurth. Ido, by Heaven! 

Pyths Atk hefe no more. 
The fatal tale is for thy private ear. 
Retire, and lease itall. For,poor Creufa, 
She vide, hina thee, upon herlelf alone 
She drew Heaven's vengeance.. And too fure 
That murder but intenteesl, not wrought | 
To horrid act, before th’ eternal throne : 1 
Stands forth she firft of crimes, Who "desea 
Unwarranted, Heaven’s high prerogative. 
O'er life and death,. with double force fhall find — 
Turn’d on themfélves the mifchiefs they d 
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Spoken in the Character of Praia. 













T length P'm freed from tragica say rate 
No more a Pythian pricfefi,—t : a maid ; 
nC Oy Ti Hog with my facred dwellin 
tL a | wu svand, my arts of firmer. ‘telling. 
! Pile “Yks, ma doubt, are here, 
tc with a kind of fear, 
(fi to their \ Se thengbis thefe prying eyes 
old boldly pal, id take them by furprize. 
lay, though< difavow thewhole deceit, 
fairly o olun my [cience all a cheat, 
deniclare, in {pite of cars and eyes, 
« beaus were ‘ome, or the critics wife, 
"d all believe it, and with dear delight, 
to them/felves at leaft, 
The girl has tafte ;” ** the woman's in the rights ‘od 
rope fae tell the ladies, fo difpos'd, 
: matches, eve the feafon clos'd, 
78 ee perhaps, with feeming di ifcontent, 
a, fneering, wonder what the creature meant 
to their sore with beating beart. te 
shire be fomcthing in her art.” = 
rave coe pec too would backle : 
juch a wid begs and uch a day, 
dey vould toemon'd rom their own affairs 
0 ‘tend the waved more important cares; 
aber if I mnft——bewe'er 1 dread the load, 


'l undergo it———jfor my country’s good.” 
mew oa bd i Libfal | paid, : 
veel the com wi gphtes "5 send ; 
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re S77 Vy ladies—Thongh Lam almoff tir'd ro death 
wa With this long part—and am fo out of breath— 
Es Vet fuch a lucky thonglit kind Heaven has fent, 

th That if 1 dir for't, 1 mn give rt vent. 

; The men, you know, are gone. And now, /uppofe, 
fp Before our dords and josh are rechofe, 


We take th advant ye of an empty town, 
And chufe a hoxfe of commons of our own. 
What think ye, cannot sve mekelaws ?—an? 4 
\ Cannot we too unmake them, bike the min? 
Ob, place ws once in good St. Stephen's pews, 
WE phew them wamen have their puns 
, Inprimis, they forall marry 5 not aman , 
' Pafi tiyents-five, but what fhall wear the chain 
6 Next, we'll in carneft fet about reclaiming ; oe 
: For, by my life and foul, we'll put down dovn gaming. 
+ Well fpoil their deep deftrudtive midnig/.t play 3 
© The laws we make we'll Force them to obey ; 
Unli fi we let them, swben their fpirits flag, 
Piddle with us, ye know, at Quinze and bray 
*¢ T hope, my earch,” faysfome well-Lyel [pv <a 
$¢ When fuch a bill foall come before your houf; 
That you'll canfider min are men—at leaft 
That you'll not fpeak. my dear.” —Not Jpcak !— 
WAP hat, would you wound my honour ?—Wrong 
» For this, Sir, Ljhak bring you on your knees. 
—Or, if were quite good natur'd, tell the ma 
We ll do bim all the fervice that we can. 


Then for ourselves, what projedsaaubat dofigh 
Well tax, and double tax their a Oa iW 


se 


Serre? 


But duty-frce import our blonds ana laces, * 

French hoops, Frinch filks, French txnbricks, 
frcess 

In fort, my Scheme is not completed guste, 

But I may tellyé more another nights 

So come again, come all, and let us raife 
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 , Such glorious tropbirs to our country’s praife, 
f: That all true Britons fhall with one alta , 
he Cry out, “‘ Long live the female parliament.” ; 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Think it neceffary to acqhaint the public, that 2 
fhould never have thought of writing a play on the 
following fubjeét, if I had not firft read the juftly cele- 
brated Horace of Mr. Corneille, and admired his ma- 
ze of fome parts of the ftory. They will. find 
him very clofely (with fome few alterations) 
emdofethe third act, and in the beginning of 
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BRe ONS, to-night, in native pomp we come, 
True heroes all, from virtuous ancient Rome 3 
In thofe far diftant times, when Romans knew 
The fweets of guarded hberty, like you; 
And, fafe from ills which force or fa@ion brings, 
Saw freedom reige beneath the fmile of kings. 
Yer from fuch times, and [ub plain chiefs as theff, 
What can-we frame a Lape 'd age to pleafe? 
Say, can you liften to the artlefi woes ' 
Of an old tale, which every {chool-boy knows ? , 
Where to your hearts alone the fcenes apply; 
No merit theirs, but pare Simplicity. 
Our bard has play'd a moft adventurous part, 
Aud turn’d upon himfelf the critic’s art : y 
Siripp’d tach luxuriant plume from Fancy’s wings, 
And toxn up fimiles from vulgar things * 
* ei : imental, /iroke, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON &E, 


M EN, 
: ; Cowent-Garden. 
Tullus Hoftilius, Kingof Rome, | ‘Mr. Clarke. 
Horatius, a Roman Senator, Mr. Sheridan. 
Publius Horatius, his fon, Mr. Lewis. 
Valerius, 2 young Patrician, Mr. Wroughton. 
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,° wc Yat marked with inverted commas, ‘that,’ are omitted im the 
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SCENE, @ Room in Horatius’s Hou/. 
A Soldier creffes the Sage, Horatia Sollowing. 
Horaria. 
Tay, lien As you parted from, my father, 
. of near concern, 
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Their virtues with the jut fuccefs they merit—— 

Yet let me afk you, Sir. 
Sold, My dvty, lady, 

Commands me hence. Ere this they have engag'd ; 

And conquett's felf would lofe its eharms to me, 

Should I not fhare the danger. [As the Soldier goes 


: Enter Valeria, whe looks ficf? on the Soldier, and then ¢ 


orata. 

































Valeria. My dear Horatia, wherefore wilt thou court 
‘The means to be unhappy ?- Still enquiring; — ———~ 
Still more to be undone. I heard it too ; ’ 
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal mews 
Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might'ft have learnt it -- 
From a*friend’s tongue, and rete ’d in gentler terms, 

Horatia. Oh, I am loft, Valeria! loft to virtue. 
Ev’n while my country’s fate, the fate of Rome, 

Hangs on the conqueror's fword, this breaft can feel 

Afolter paffion, and divide its cares. 

Alba tomeis Rome. Wouldft thou believe ie? 

I would have fent, by him thou faw’ft departing, 

Kind withes to my brothers; but my tongue 

! Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their fuccefs, Oh, Curiatings! 
Why art he there, or wh remy, 


Andftill snuft plead, 
OF patriot- ap al 
We fhould be wretched, 
But never can require us 
That we are miferable 2% 
Will give the lie to vi 
Horatia, True; yer furs 
A Roman virgin thould be more # 
Ast we not carly taught to mock at pais; 
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d look on danger with wndaunted eyes? 
Bt what are dangers, what the ghaftlieft form 
(Neath irfelf 2—Oh, were I only bid 
o ruth into the Tiber’s feaming wave, 
Soll’n with uncommon floods,’ or fromthe height 
pt\yon Tarpeian rock, whofe giddy fleep 
Hy curn’d me pale with horror at che fight, 
J'c think the tafk were nothing! but to bear 
Thele ftrange vicifitudes of cort’ring pain, 
To tear, to doubt, and to defpair as I do-— 
Fale And why defpair? Have we fo idly learn’d 
The adbleft leflons of our infant days, 
Our truft above ? Does there not ‘till remain 
‘(he wreteb'sJatt retreat, the gods, Horaria? 
‘Tis trom their awful wills oor evils fpring, 
And at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, fall. we thither /—Look not thus dejected, 
But anfwer me. A confidence in them, . 
Ev'n in this crifis of our fate, will calm 
Thy troubled foul, and fill thy breaft with hope, fplain, 
Horatia, Valk pov of hope; ‘ the wretch on yonder 
* Who heats the victor’s threats, and fees his fword , 
ing@’c: hifh, feels-no Curer fare, 
pmine,” What fhould I hope? 
be every thought 
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AP, it ever come, I think, 

Thus loft in love, thus abject as am; 
I fhould defpife theflave who dar’d furvive 

His country’s ruin, Ye immortal powers ! 

1 love his fame too well, his fpotlefs honour, » 
At leaft I hope do, to with him mine es 
On any terms which he muft blufi toownm. — - ( 

Horatius. [Without.) What ho! Vindieus. [Valeris” 

Hyratia, What means that thoutr?—* Might we'not alk, 
Didft thou not with me to the tem seer, 

I will attend thee thither ; the ki r 
Perhaps may eafe this throbbing heart, ‘wal {pread 
At leaft a temporary calm within.) : 

Valeria. Pias, Horatia, "tis wot to the ~ 
That thou would’ftfly ; the thout ulgneularairhee. 
But do not thus anticipate thy fate ; ° 
Wh y fhould’@ thou learh each chance of vatying war, 

hich takes a rhoufand turns, and thifts the feene 
* From bad to good, as fortune {miles or frowns?” 
Stay but an hour perhaps, and chow fhaltknow 
‘Phe whole at once. —N'll fend—I'N fly ype 
To eafethy doubts; and bring thee news df joys 
Horatia. Ageia, and nearer too~—4 mufl 
























Horatia. u 
If with:impatience 

Horatixs. 1 had forge: 
Engrofs'd my whole atte 
Relate it for me; you be! 
And can ee! brs ke 

Falerius. Gentielady, 
The foene-was pitcous, t 





' Heratiag: Peace? O my foetring bean? by what kind 


means? bb rahe “s 
Falerius. ’Twere tedious, Lady, ‘and unneceffary 
To paint the difpofition of the fields § > -_ 


Suthee it, we were arta’d, “ond front to front vi 
he adverfe legions heard the trumper’s found: © = 

Rot vain was thealarm, for motion 

And wrapt in thought they ftood ; the kindred ranks 

Had caught eachother’s eyes, nor dar’d to lift 

‘The fauht’ring fpear againtt the breait they lov'd, 

Acai th” alarm Was given, and now vei feein’d 

'rcparmg to engaye, when once 

Toey hung their ng heads, a inward mourn’d y 

see pearer drew, wba ms the thirdularm, 
Catling their fwords and ufelefs thields afide, s 

Kufh’d to each other’s arms, 
Horatius. "Twas fo, juft fo, . 

(Tho? Lwasthen a child, yeeThaveheard * , 

My mother weepitig, oft relate the fory) 

Soft pity touch’d the breafts of mighty chiefs, . 

Romaneand Sabines, when the matrons rufh'd * 

Between their meeting armies, and oppos’d 

Theif helplefs ix ae and their heaving breafts 

; i vation {wo ) and bade them there 

Meer Ca arerript you—— 
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‘Falerius, As he himfelf could will, with eager tran’: 
Tn thorr, the Roman and" oe Alban chiefs + [port. 
In council have detetmin’d, | that fince 
Mutt have her victims, and hve rival Ee? ate, 
Afpiring to dominiony 4corns to yield; 
From cither army fhall Be chofe three champions ( 
To fight the caufealone, and whate’er fate 
Shall prove fuperior, there acknowledg’d power» « 
Shall fix th’ imperial feat, and both unite ° 
Beneath one common head. A 
Horatia. Kind Heaven, [thank thee! \ 
Biefs'd bethe friendly grief that tquch'd their fouls ! 
* Blefs’d be Hoftilius i the enesous counfel! 
* Blefs'd be the mecting chiefs !’ and blefa'd the tonpus, 
Which brings the gentle aidings ! { 
Faleria. Now, Horatia, 
Your idle fears are o’er. 
Horatiae Yet one renvains, 
Who are the champions? Are ahey paeeiade 
Has Rome—— 
Valeriis. The Roman chiefsnow meetin council, 
And atk the prefence of the fage Horatius. 
Horat. (Ay ter having fecimed fome time in thought) But 
{till, methinks, I like not this, to grat 
The Roman cattos to fuch afendcr ag 
























* Sweet Lady, "af 
Not even Horat 
Heratius. Anti 
The neighb’ring ft 
— Would I were yotng 
Were death in fucha cau) 
Some of my boys may b 
Perhaps may conquer 
And clofe my eyes ia 
T'll bur difpatth fome neg 
And Strait attend thee, 


— * 
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Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour’d to Heav'n, 


That oneat leaft may thare the glorious tefk ! (Exits 
Valerius. Rome cannot truit her caufe to worthier 
hands. 


They bade me greet you, Lady, [Te Horatia, 
Well, Valeria, 
This is your home, I find ; your lovely friend, 
And you, I doubr not, have induly’d ttrange fears, 
And Yun o*erall the horrid fcenes of war. 
‘ Kaleria, Tho’ we are women, brother, we are Ro- 
Noyfo be fear’d with fhadows, tho’not proof —[muins, 
Gaiatt allalarms, when real. danger threatens.’ 
Horatia. (Wish fome bi fitation.) My brothers, gentle 
—# Sir, you faid were well. 
Saw you theif noble friends, the Curiatii? 
The truce, perhaps, permitted it. 
Falertus. Yes, pts 
1 left them jocund in your brothers’ tent, > 
Like friends, whom envious {torms awhile had parted, 
Joying to meet again, ‘ 
Horatia. Sent they no meffage ? 
Valerius, None, tair-one, but fuch genesal falutation 
As friends would bring unbid. . 


~- 


—fomerhing of impor- 
‘Oh, Valeria ! 
(-Afde to Valeria, 
fatal truth 


[Exit 
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Can you adminifter the baneful potion Gt 
And wonder at th’ effect ? ; cae 

Falerius, You wlk in riddles ! 

Valeria, They’re riddles, brother, which your heart 
Tho’ you afteét furprize,. Was Curiatius [unfolds 
Indeed fo cold? Poor fhallow artifice, 

"Phe trick of hopelefs love ! 1 faw it plainly. 

Yet what could you propole ?, An hour's uneafinefs 
To poor Horatia ; for be fure by that time ‘ 
She fees him, and yourdeep-wrought fchemes arg air. 

Valerius. What cou’d Ido? this peace has ruin’d me; 
While war continued, 1 had gleams of hope ; d 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival, 
And time efface his image in her breafts 
But me— ‘ : 

Valeria. Yes, now you mult refolve to follow 
Th’ advice I gave you firft, and-root this paifion 
Entirely from your heart; for know, the doats, 
Ev’n to ditlraétion doats on Cariatius ; 
And every fear the felt, while danger threaten’ds 
Will now endear him more. 

Valerius, Cruel Valeria, 
You triumph in my pain! .! 

Faleria. ByHeaven, I do not ; 
Ionly would extirpate every thought 
Which gives you pain, nor leaveone fe 
For hope to dally with, * When fric. 
* 'Tis moft unkind te hu their diftrac 
* Harth means areneceflary. \ - 


“a, 
















* Falerius. Yer we firlt wits 
* Should try the gent AS) 
Vairia. Didd apets We 


* Did I nor foonlt your griels, 
* While she leaft profpeétaty 
* Did I not prefs you (ill 
* Tatreat you daily ro deg 
* Seek our unnumber’d a 
* And lay the follies of 

* Kalerins, Alas! th 
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« For foft impreffions, ere the faulr’ring tongue, 
* And guilty-blufhing check, with many a glance 
* Shot inadvertent, tells theecret fame. 
* Valeria. True, thefe are arts for thofe that love at 
* You had no time for redious ftratagem ; [leifure 5 
* A dang’rous rival prefs'd, and has fucceeded.’ 
Valerius. Lown my ¢rror—yet once more affilt me— 
Nay, turn not from me, bY, my foul I meant not 
To ingerrupt their loves. —Yer thould fome accident, 
‘Tis not impoffible, divide their hearts, 
1 might perhaps have hope : therefore ‘till marriage, 
Cutsoff all commerce, and confirms, me wretched, 
Be it thy tik, my fiftergawith fond ftories,. 
Sych as our ties of blood fa countenance, 
Lo paint thy brother's worth, his power in arms, 
His favour with the King, * but moft of all, 
* That certain tendernels of foul which fleals 
* All women’s hearts,’ then mention many ayfair, 
No matter whom, that fighs to call you fitter, 
Valeria. Well, well, away—Yet tell me, ere you RO» 
How did this lover talk of his Horatia ? (jet? 
Falerins, Why will you mentipgn that ungrateful fub- 
Think what you’ve heard me breath a thoutand ti 
When my whole foul diffolv'd in. cendernefs ; “%. 
*Twas rapture all; what lovers only tee), 
Or can exprefewhen felt, He had been here, 
But fudden orders from the camp detain’d him. 
Farewel, Aorauius was ” npr remember, 
life, nay more than Mfe, depends on you. [Exit 
ja. Poor youth! he knows not how I feel his an- 
Yet are not feem to pity what I f¢el. (guith, 
How. fall 1 aét betwixt this fend and brother ? . 
Say 7 the fufpect his pa 







0, lecmmy heart 

thil proceed ; 
dilirett; 

eav'n the vet ! 
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ACT) Ile 
SCENE continues, 
Enter Horatia axd Valeria, 


Horarna. : 
LAS, ‘ how eafily do we admit 
* The thing we with wererrue! yet fare,’ ria, 
This feeming negligence of Curiatius nie 
Betrays a fecret coldnefs at re. 
May not long abfence, or the charms of war, 
Have damp’d, at leait, if not effac’d his paffion? 
I know not what to think.. 
Faleria, Think, my Horatia, 
That you're 2 lover, andchave learn’d theart 
To raile vain fcruples, and torment yourfelf 
With every diftant hint of fancied ill, 
Your Curiatius flill remains the on os hi 
My brother idly trifled.with your " 
Or might perhaps mrs ia me ok 
hat you too nearly feel. But fee, your father. 
Horatia. He feems tranfported ; fure fome happy news 
Hag brought him back thus carly, Oby my heart ! 
Tlong, yet dread to afk him. Speak, Valeria, 
Enter Horatius. ~~ 
Faleria. You're foon return, my Lord. 
Horatias, Return’d, Valeria ! 
My life, my youth’s retura’d, I tread in air ! 
—I cannot {peak ; my joy’s too great for ‘utterance. 
—Oh, I cou’d weep !—my fons, my fons are chofen , 
Their country’s com 
_ Horatia. My brothers, 
Horatixs. All three, 
All three ure champions 
Oh, happy flare of fathers: 
Wew warmth revive, and 
Even on the marginof 
Valeria, The time 
Of combat, is it fix’d ? 


’ 
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Horatius. This day, this hour | + 


Perhaps decides our dooms ; 
Valeria. And is it known 
With whom they muft engage? 
Horatius, Not yet, Valeria; 

» But wich impatience we expect each moment 
The refolutions of the Alban fenate. 
And foon may they arrive, thar ere we quit 
Yon hoftile field, the chiefs who dar'd oppofe 
Rome's rifing glories, may with thame confel 
The.gods protect the empire they have rais'd, 
Where are thy {miles, Horatia? Whence proceeds 
This fullen filence, when my thronging joys 
Want words to {peak them? Pr’ythee, talk of empire, 
talk of thofe darlings of my foul, thy brothers, 
Call them whate’er wild fancy can fuggeft, 
Their country’s pride, the boaft of future times, 
The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome !— 
By Heaven, thou ftand’it anmov'd, ‘nor feels thy breatt 
The charms of glory, the extatic warmth —s 
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer heaven ! 

Horatia, My gracious father, with furprize and tran 
T heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter. _.[iport 
And like your daughter, were our fex allow’d » 
The noble privilege which man ufurps, 
Could die with pleafure in my country’s caufe, . 
But yet perthit a fifter’s weaknels, Sir, ' 
To feel tbe pangs of nacure, and to dread " 
The fate of t fhe loves, however glorious. 
And fure they cannot all furvive a conflict 
So defperate as this. 

Horatius. Survive! By Heaven, . 
I could not hope that they thould all furvive. 

ir gloriows deaths 







[Offering to knevt, 
‘Kneel 


_ However due, had drawn me trom the field, 


rw . 
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"Thy lover greets thee, 
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Kneel not to me—fland off; and let me view 

At diflance, and with reverential awe, 

The champion of my country,!—Oh, my boy ! 

That I fhould live to this—my foul’s too full ; 

Let this and this {peak for me.—Blefs thee, blefs thee ! 
[Embracing bin, 

But wherefore art thou abfent from the cainp f 

Where are thy brothers? Has the Alban ftate 

Determin’d? Is the time of combat fix'd ? 


Pub. Think not, my Lord, that filial reverence 

































Where nobler duty calls; a patrict’s foul 
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
It was the King’s command I fhould attend you, 
Elfe had I ftaid'till wreaths immortal grac'd 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to fee 
Beneath thy. roof, and bepiing for thy bledfing, 
Nor thine, Horatius, but the ton of Rome! 
Horatius, Oh, virtuous pride !—'tis blifs too exquifite 
For human fenfe !—thus, let me anfwer thee. 
: [Embracing Lim agais. 
Where are my other boys ? 
Pub, They only wait 
*Till Alba's loit’ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our furure victims, Sir, and with the news 
Will greet their father’s ear. . 
Horatius. It fhall not need, 
Myfelf will 10 the field. Come, let us hafte, 
y old blood boils, ee my tumultuous {pirits 
Pant for the onfet. O, for one thorr hour 
Of vigvibus youth, that I might thare the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the pext my lai! 
Horazia,, My brother | 
Pub, My Horatia! ere: 
Of evening fall thou 
Shalt hold thy country’s 
Or bathe his honest bier 


S 


With many a figh, 
Sent tow’rd the eh de 
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His kind complaints himfelf, not trait his vows y 
To as a be oblig’d to tell 
T - w is paffion. 
Dearett fifter, 
He ais impatience waits the ‘lucky moment 
That may with honour bear him to your arms, 
Didi thou but hear how tenderly hetulks, 
How blames the dull delay*of Athan councils, 
And qhides the ling’ring minutes asthey pafs, ~ 
‘Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his abfence, thou would’ft pity him, 
But fgon, my fitter, foon fhall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happinefs be fur away, 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, 
a day unires us, and to-morrow’s fun 
hear thy vows, and make my friend m -* brother, 
for atins, (Hawing salted apart with Valeria.) "Tis 
ako a oman.—Here's a nid, Heeratia, 
Lema her ef loft the glorious proof 
Of dying g for his countiy.—Come, my fon, 
‘oftnefs will infet thee ; pr’ thes, leave her, 
Seu. gre fir on ber ther, and then t on 
brother.) Not “till my foul has pour’d ita 
winestee him. 
Hear me, dread god of war, protec and fave him! 


For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights ! 
Dafh theproud {pear from every hoftile and 


Thatdares him ; ‘may each Alban ¢ 

Fly from his prefence, or his v 

And when in triumph he returns to R i tt 
Hailhim, ye maids, with grateful in 


And fcatter all the blooming fpring be 
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one mark of fora, 

to him. 

alerius, and Guards, 
approaches. 


—_~ > 
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I would have {par’d myfelt. th’ u bratk 

Of this day’s embefly, for much I fear 

My news will want a welcome. , 

Horatius, Mighty King! | 
= ive an old. man’s warmth——They have not fire 

¢ choice of other combatants la-My fons, 

Mea they not fight for Rome? 

Tullus. Too fure they mutt. 

Horatius. Then I aim blest! 2 

Tullus. But that they mutt engage 
Will hurt thee moft, when thou thait know with whom. 

Horatius. 1 care not whom. 

Fulius. Suppofe your neareft friends 
The Curiatii were the Alban choice, 
Could you bear that? Could you, young man, fappere 
A conflict there ? 

Pub. I could perform my duty, 

Great Sir, though even a brother fhould oppofe me. 
Tellus, Thou art a Roman! Let thy king embrace thee, 
Horatius. And let thy father catch thee from his arms. 
Tullus, [To Publius,} Know then that trial mult be 

thine, The Albans 

With envy faw one family produce 

Three chiels, towhom their country dared entroft 

The Roman caufe, and feorn’d to be outdone. 

Horatia, T as I am loft indeed ; was it for chis, 

For this, I ny titer! {Swoons. 
Pub. My filter! ~ 
Faleria, asa! Ob, fi ber! 




















Horatius tuolith girl, to fhame thy father thus ! 


Here, bear her in, 
Horatia is carried in, Valerius and Valeria follow. 
Lam concern’d, my fovereign, 


* Our pity, not our ange! 
© Are nearer touch’d, snd iO 
s Fi norte cafe 


_ 
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‘ That tendernefs which fmooths our rougher matureiy | 

« And foftens all the joysof focial life.’ 

We leave her ro her tears. - For you, young foldiery 

You muft prepare for combat. Some few hours \ 

Are all that are allow’d you. But I charge you yo" 

Try well your heart, and ftrengthen Peet vg 

Of patriot in you.. ‘Think How dreadful ’ 

To planta dagger i in the breaft you love ; 

To fpurn the ties of nature, and ‘forget 

In one fhort hour whole years of virtuous friendihip, 

‘Think well on thet. . 

Puk. 1 do, my gracious fovereign ; 
And think the more bdaredubdue affection, 
T&e more my glory. 
Tullius. “V ch 2 but-yet confider, 

Isitaneafy tatk to change affections? 

In the dread onfet can your meeting eves + 

Forget their ufual intercourfey and wear = 

Aconce the frowmat | war, and ftern defiance ? 

Willmorjeach look recall the fond remembrance 

Of childhood patt, when the whole'open foul 

Breath'd cardia) love, and plighted many a vow 

Of tend’reft import? Think on that, young foldier, * 


wt 


And teil me if thy breaft be fill unmov’d ? ah 
Pus. Think nor, Oh, King, howe’er refolv’d on com- 
1 fit fo loofely to the bonds o nature, [dary 


As norto teel their force. T-feel it ftrongly, 
I love the*Curiatii, and would ferve them 


At life's expences but herea caufe 
Demands my fword: forall s = . 
All private duties are fubordinate ae 


To what we owe the public. = Partial ties 
OF fon and faces, eee —_ or oes 


. Not quire fubdved its foree, tunities 
1 
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with ardent, not with hoftile minds, © ~~ 


Not fir'd with rage, but emulousof fame; * 


Tullus. Now 1 dare truit thee » govand reach thy bro- 
To think like thee, and conqdett is your own, [thers 
Thisis true courage, not the brural force i 
Of vulgar heroes, but robert eieh 86 
Of virtue and of reafon. ‘He who thinks 
Without their aid to fhine in deeds of arms, 

Builds on a fandy bafie his renown ; ° 
A dream, a vapour, or an ague fit ' 
May make a coward of him.—Come, Horatius, 
Thy other fons shall meet thee at the camp, . 
For now I do bethink me "tis not fit 

They thould bebold their fifter thus alarm'd. 

Hatte, foldier, and detain them, [To one of the words ty 

Horatins. Gracious Sir, 

We'll follow on the inant, 

Tullus, Tren farewell. + 
When next we meet, ‘tis Rome and liberty ! 

[Exit with Guard:. 

Horatins. Come, let me arm thee for the-glonous tail. 
1 have a fword whofe lipht’ning oft sing bluz’d 
Dreadfully fatal to my ations f 
Whofe temper’d edge has cleft their haughty crefts, 
And ftain’d wi with ‘e-blood many a reeking plain, 

This thalt thou bear; myfelf will gird it on, 

















And lead thee forth ro death or vidtory, [Going. 
And yet, my a rom Lown my wetness ; 

Though | dete the te hey (pring, 

I feel thy filer’s fo 


She was ap fou!"s age 
Pub. And mayiremainfo. —) 
This fuddea thock has bur tlarm'd her virtue, 


Time's lenient hand will teach? 
The ills of chance, andir 
Horatius. Should. we no 


You beard the King’s oomaiqnds about'ny r 
we have hearts as sender fure® they. rit : 
t Ladvife, you thould confine ber clos ni ri 
fhe infect the matrons wit nek gh) 


SSS! Sa ee TE 
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And bring a ftain We thould not with to fix a 

On the Horatian.name, hs 
Horatens. lk fhall be fo 

We'll think no more of her. ’Tis glory calls, 

And humbler paffious beatalatms invaing, . © [Exits 

. (4s Foratius goes off, Horatia enters at anather door. 
Horatia, Whereis my brother ?—-Oh, my deareit Pubs, 

If e’er you lov’d Horatia, ever felt Jinsy” 

‘That tendernefs which you have feem'd to feely «> 

Ob, hear her now! — 
Pod. What would’ft thou, my Horatia? » 

Horatia. 1 know not what I would—l'm on the rack, 

Nefpair and madne(s tear my lab'ring foul, 

—And yet, my brother, fureyou might relieve me. 
Pub. How! by what meané® By Heaven, I'll die to 
Horatia, You might decline the combat. [do it.” 

*Pub. Ha! 
Horatia, Ldonor _ ’ _ 

Expedt it from thee. Pr’ythee look more kindly., 

—And yet, isthe requeft fo very hard? . 

l only afk-theenorto plunge thy {word 

Into the breaft thou lov'ft, nor kill thy friend; 

Is that fo hard P—I might have faid thy brother... 

Pub. What can’t thou mean? Beware, beware, Hora< 

Thou know’ft I dearly love thee, nay, thou know'tt [tiag, 

] love the man with whom I muft engage. 

Yet hait thou faintly read thy brother's foul, 

If thou cart chink entreaties have the power, 

Though urg'’d with all the tendernefs of teary, 

To fhake his fettled purpofe: they sie make 

My tafk more hard, and my foul bleed within me, 
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Has Reme.no champions 
you? Are there nos thoutands 
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Hor, Ob, kill'ne not) 7 oh ee ee —_ 
‘With fuch unkind reptoaches, Yés, T own © 
1 love him, more— ’ ry & 
Pub, Than achafte Roman maid” ~ 
Should dare confefsr — oe 
Horatid. Should dare? What means my brother ? 
1 had’ my father’s fan€tion on my love, 
And doty taught me firft tofeelirs power. 
—Should dare confefs !—Is that the dreadful crimé ? 
Alas, but fpare him, fpate thy Yriend, Horatius, * 
And I will caft hin from my breath tor ever. 
Will that oblige thee ?—* only let hin die - 
* By other hands, and I will learn to hate him.” 
ub. Why wilt thou talk thus madly? Lote'him ftit! 
And if we fall the viétims of our vara 
(Which Heav'n avert!) wed, and‘enjoy him freely, 
Horatia. Oh, never. never, What, my country’s banc 
The murder€t of my brothers! may the gods 
Firft * ear me> lait me, fearter me on winds, 
* And’ pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me ! 
Pub, Do not torment thyfelf thus idly—Go, 
Compofe thyflf, and be again my fitter. - 
Re-enter Horatius, awith the ford, 
Horatius, This fword in Veii's field —W hat doft chou 
here ? 
' Leste him, Icharge thee, girl—Come, come, my Publiu:, 
Let's hatte where duty calls. 

Horatia. What! to the field ? ~ 
He mut not, shall not go; here will T hang— 
Oh, if you have not quite caft of affection! 
IF you detef nor your diftracted fifter— 

_ Horarius. Shame of thy race, why doft thou hang upon 
Would't rbou entail eternal infamy . im? 
On him, on me, on all? 













- 


Hoeratia. Indeed 1 would aot). = 7% 
I know I atk impolfibilities; “>, 
Yet pity me, my father! = | ie 
Pub, Piry thee! ~" + *} ~e 
Begone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper thus. 


B ai eiadeteeN sera hy - A SS 
Then hear o aft refolve; if Fare, averfe — om 
To Rome pad us, determine my detrudtion, S—- 
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I charge thee wedithy Sit greet ig - ’ 
Deferve thee nobly, Or, if kinder, gods : 
Propitious héar the prayers of fuppliant Rome, 
And he thould fall by me, I then expect 
No weak upbraidings fora lover's death, 
But iuch returns ag fhall become.thy birth, 
A fifter’s thanks for haying fav’d her country. (Exit, 
Horatia, Yet ftay—Yer hear me, Publius—But one 
+ — word, or a 
Horatius. Forbear, rath gir!, thov’le tempt thy Father 
To do.an outrage might perhaps diftract him. ’ 
Horgiia. Alas, forgive me, Sir Va very wretched, 
Indeed 1 am—Yet J will ttrive to { a 
This {welling grief, and bear it like your daughter, 
Dv bat forgive me, Sir, , 
_ Horatinss ldo, do— 
So in, my child, the gods may find away 
To make thee happy yer. Buton thy duty 
Whare'er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee, 
I charge thee come not to the field. 
Ploratia, I will not, - : 
If you commandit, Sir. But will you thea, 
As tar ascruel honour may permit, 
Kemember that your poor tia’s life 
Hangs on this dreadful contett ? 
Heratixs, * Lead her iv.’ [Exit Horazias 
[Looking after ber.] Spite of my boafted ttrength, her 
griefs unman me. q 
—But let her from my thoughts! The pacriot’s breaft 
No hopes, na fears, but for Decematsy knows, 
Aud in her danger lofes private woes. (Eait, 
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ACT. Iieot nc 
“ghe SOENE cominness 
; Valerius and Valeria meeting. 
VAtenivs. i 


N™: my Valeria, where’s the charming the, 
That calls mé to her ? witha lover's hafle 


1 fly to execute the dear command, 


‘aleria. ’Tis not the lover, but the friend the Wants, 


If thou dar’ft own that name. 

Valerius, The friend, my fifier ! 
‘There's more than friendfhip in a lover's breaff, 
More warm, more tender is the flame he feels— 


4 


‘Waleria, Alas! thefe taptures fuit not her diftrefs: * 


She feeks Ufindulgent friend, whofe fober fenfe, 
Free from the mitts of paffon, might direct 


Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubifal caufe, 


Te 


Valerius. Am I that friend? Oh, didtheturp herthoughe 


On me for that kind office ? 
Valeria. Yes, Valesius. 
She chofe you out to be her advocate 
To Curiarius ; ’tis the only hope 
Shé now dares cherifh; her relentlefs brother 
With {corn rejects her tears, her father flies hey, 
And only you remain to footh her cares, 
And fave her ere Mie finks. _ 7 
Valerixs, Her advocate" 
To Curiatius! 

Faleria, *Tis to him fhe fénds you, 
To urge her fuit, and win him from the field. 
But come, herforrows will more ftrongly plead 

. 


» Than all my grief can uner. \ 


Falerivs. To my rivallt a 
o Curiatius plead ber caufe; and teach 
My tongues leffon which my heart abhors! 


Ampofible! Valeria, prythee fa 
Thou faw’it me not’; Fhe butaets ofthe camp Me 3 


Confin'd me there. Farewell. 
_fajerias What means my brother ? 


mR 
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You for fhame, turn back ; 
I: this the virtue of a Roman youth ? 
Oh, by thefetears!—— 
Valerius. They flow in vain, Valeria: 
Nay, and thou know'it they do. Oh, earth and heaven ! 
This combat was the means my happier ftars 
Found out to fave me from the brink of ruin; 
And can I plead againft it, turn aflafio 
sac my own life ? 
ia. Yer thou can'{t murder ber | é 
Thos doft pretend to love; away, deceiver! 
i'\l feek fome worthier meffenger to ad ' 
In beauty’s-caufe ; but firk intorm tia, 
How much Valerius is the friend the thought eH 
[Gerw, 
Valerius, Ob, heavens! flay, filler; "tis an arduous 
“\Haleria, I know the talk is hands, and thought I knew 
Thy virtue too, — 
alerias. Y mutt, I will obey thee. 
Lead on. —Yet thee, for a moment leave me, 
‘Till I can recollect my {catter’d thoughts, 
And dare to be unhappy. 
Valeria. My Valenus! 






















I fly to tell her you byt wait her pleafure. (Exit, 
Valerius. Yes, T will undertake this hateful office; 
It never can fucceed.—Yet at this inflane = yey 


It may_be dangerous, while the people melt 

With fone tcom pation. —No, it cannot be ; 

His refolution’s fix’d, aod virtuous pride 4, 
Forbids am alteration. ‘To atremprt it 

Makes her my friend, and may afford hereafter 

A thouland tepder hours to move my fuit. 

That hope derermplag® all [Extn 


{SCENE, another pers 
Horatia and Valeria, Horatia avith a Scarf in ber reo. 


Horatia. Where is th ae Wherefore. 
ee Ps 17 ai he'd sin Chit? 
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* Alas, thow told mé Ke kindly to thee! 
* ’Tis me, ‘tis me he thuns fimoconen 

* Whom virtue dares not. make acquaintance with. 
* Yer fly to him wgain, inereat him Nees se hs 
* ‘Tell for thy fake to have pity wm. 

* Thou art no enemy to Rome, thou haft © 

* No Alban hufband to claim half thy tears, 
* And make seheisatey acrime,” 

Valeria. Dear maid, . 
Refliain your forrows ; I’ve alrendy told you 
My brother will with tranfport execute 

t you command. a , 

Horatio. Oh! wheretore then 
Is he away? Each moment now is precious 5 
IF loft, ‘tis loft for ever, and if gain‘d, 

Long ‘cenes of lafting peace, and {miling years - 
Of happihefs unhop’d-for wait upon it, . "3 

Valeria, 1 Will again gofeck him; pray, be calm; 
Succefs is thine if it depends on him. [2xit. 

Horatia, Succels! alas, pethaps ev’n mow too lace 
T labour co preferve him; the dead arm 
Ofvengeance is already flretch'd againit him, 

Ant he mufl fall. Yerlet me ftrive to fave nim, 

Yes, thou dear pledge, defign’d tor happier hours, [To the 
The gift of nuptial love, thou fhalrat leaft Scarf. 
Effiiy thy power. 

Oftas I fram’d the web, < 

He fate befide me, and would fay in fport, ~ 

‘This prefent, which thy love defy ns for me, 

Shall be the furure bond of peace betwixt us, 

By this we'll wear a lating love, by this, 

Through the fweet round ofall ourdays tocome, 

AG Whue thou wilt, and Curiatius grants ir. 

© 1 thal try thee nearly now, dear youth ; 
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' Glory and Lore rivals for thy hearty & 
Ajd one malt conquer. Wat. : 
re Ee ee , 
, ve you, gracious lady; 
On the firk nieflage which my fifter fent me 
Thad been here, Sun ees Obs betes: P 5 
Ere to their champions each refign’d her charge, ° ws 


‘To ratify the league "twixt Rome and Alba, ~ 
= . ‘ Horatia. 


{ 
’ 
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Horatia. Are they engag’d then ? “ 
Valerius. No, = sere ’ 
Suft pity for a while fufpends the onfer ; 
The tight of near relations, arm’d in fight 
Againit each other, touch’d the gazers hearts; 
And fenators on each fide have propos’d 
To change thé combatants: 
Horatia. My bleffings on them ! 
Think Youthey will fucceed? 
Valerius. The chiefs themf{elves 
Are refolute to fight, 
Horatia. Unfatiate virtue ! 
I muft not to the field ; 1 am confin’d 
A prifoner here; or fure thefe tears would move 
Their flinty breafts,—Is Curiarius roo 
Nkcfolv'd on death ? ~O Sir, forgive a maid, 
o dares in {pite of modeity confefs 
Too fofta paffion, Will you pafdonme, 
If Lintreat you to the field again 
An humble fuitor from the verieft wretch, 
That ever knew diftrefs. 
Valerius. Dear lady, {peak ! 
What would you I thowld do ? 
Heratig. O bear this to him, 
Falerius. To whom ? 
Horatia. To Curiatius bear this f{carf: r 
And tell hig, if he ever truly lov’d ; 
Ii all the vows he breath’d were not fulfe lures 
To catch th’ unwary mind—and fure they were not ! 
O tell him how he may with honour ceafe 
To urge his cruel right; the fenarors : 
Of Rome and Alba will approve fuch mildnefs, 
Tell him, his wife, if he will awn rhat namé, 
Intreats him from the field ; his loft Horatia 
Begs on her wembling knees he would not tempt 
certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
‘ell him, if he conferits, the fondly fwears, 
y every god the varying world adores, ‘ 
By phis dear pledge of vow'd aticGion, fwears,’ 
jno brothers and no fire bit him ; , 
ith him, if hono ’ harth commands requir re it, She'lt 
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She’ wander forth, and feck {ome diftant home, 

Nor ever think of Rome ag ei 
* Faleria, Well, well, he will, Do not torment thyfelf, 
* [Horatia catches bold af the ‘ie which fhe ca 









n attentively while Valeria jpoke. i 

* Horatia, Look, here, Valeria, where my needle’s arc 
* Has drawn a Sabine virgin, drown'd in tears 
* For her loft country, and forfaken friends ; 
© While by her fide the youthful ravither . 

* Looks ardent love, and charms her gricfsaway. . 
* I am that maid diftrefe’d, divided fo 

* *Twixt loveandduty. But why save I thus? 

* Hate, hafte ro Curiatius—and yer flay ; 

* Sure | have fomething more to fay to him: 

* I know not what it was,’ 

Valerius, Could 1, fweet Lady, / 
Bur paint your grief with half the force I feel it, Fd 
I need but tetlit him, and he-mutt yield. 

Horatia. lcmay be fo. Stay, ftay ; befure you tell him, 
If he rejects my fuit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms. I will devife —— 

I'll die and be reveny’d! 

Ae Ag Away, ay brother! aes ™ 
But, Oh, for pity, do your office juffly! —[ to Val. 
Ler not peat pai bind von safe woe 
Buteurge your caufe with ardor. 

Valerius. By my foul, 

I will, Valeria. er diftrefs alarms me ; * 
And | have now no imtereil bur hers. [Exi. 

* Valeria. Come, dearett maid, indulge not thus your 
* Hope fimiles again and the (ad profpeét clears. [forcows: 
* Who knows th’ effect your meffage may produce ? 
© The milder fenators ere this perhaps 
* Have mov'd your lover’s mind; and if he doubxs, 
© He's yours.’ 

» Horatia, He's gone—I had a shoufand thitigs— 
And yet I’m glad he's gone, Think you, Valeria, 
Your brother will delay ?—They may cagage 
Before he reaches them, >: 

~ Faleria. The field's fo near, 


That a few minutes brings him tothe place, = * 
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< walt tants % * » nee = 
* And *tis not probable the fenator® " ee 
* So foon fhould yield a caute bf fo much juftice. 
* Hovatia, Alas! whey hould have thought on that be. 
* *Tistiow too late, The lion when he’s rous’d  [ fore, 
* Muft have his preys whofe den we tight have pais’a » 
* In fafety while he flept. To draw the fword, 
' And fire the youthful warrior’s breaft to arms 
+ With awful vifions of immortal fame, 
And then to bid him theath it, and forget 
‘ He'ever hop’d for conquettand renown— 
» Vain, vain attempt! 
* Muleria, Yet when that juft attempt 
* Is feconded by love, and beauty’s tears 
* Lend their foft aid to melt the hero down, 
* What may we not exese ? 
\y_‘ Horatia. .My dear Valeria! 
ain would I hope I had Mgt ad to move him.’ 
Valeria, My dear Horatia, Mecets is yotT already. 
Horatia. And yet, thould 1 fucceed, the hard-gain'd 
May chance to rob me of my future peace. ( irife 
He may not always with thé eyes of love 
Look on that fondnefs which has flabb'd his fame, 
He may regret too late the factifice 
He made to love, and a fond woman's weaknefs ; 
And think the milder joys of focial life d 
But ill repay him for the mighty lofe . 
OF patriotzreputation ! 
Valeria. Pray, forbear ; 
And fearch not thus inro eventfultime 
For ills tocome, * This fatal nor friend, 


* Alive to feel, and curious to explore 
* Each diftant objeét of refin’d diftrefs, 
* Shuts out all means of happinefs, nor leaves it 
‘ Tn fortune’s power to fave you from deftruction.” 
Like fome dillemper'’d wretch, your wayward mind = > 
Kejeéts all nourifhment, or turns'to pall 
The very balm that thould reliave ics anguith, ; 
“He will admire thy love, which could perfuade hitm 
To'give “P glory for the milder triumph ; = 
Sean. elt eafe and foft eee & ' 
Heratie. 1 fain would hope fo. Yet we hear not of him, 
Your brother, much I fear, has fu'd in vain, we 
* . a 
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Could we not fend to urge this flow exprefs 7— 
This dread uncertainty! Tlony to know 
My life ordeathatonce. aae 
* Valeria. The wings of va 
* Cannot fly falter than my brother's zeal . 
* Will bear him for your fervice. _* 
* Horatia, 1 believe it, . 
€ Yer doubt ittoo. My fickly mind unites 
* Strange contradictions." i ° 
Valeria. Shalt I to the walls? . 
I may from thence with eafe furvey the field, 
And can difpatch a meflenger cach moment, 
To tell thee al! goes well. 
Horatia, My belt Valeria! 
Fly then; * I know chy heart is there already.’ 
‘Thou atta Roman maid; and tho’ thy friendthip 
Detains thee here with one who fcarce deferves 
That facred. name, art angious for thy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly of me ; 
For thou fhalt find by the event, Valeria, 
I am a Romun too, however wretched. [Exit Valeria, 
Am] a Roman then? Ye powers! I dare not 
Refolve the fatal queftion I propofe, 
If dying would fuffice, 1 were a Roman: 
But to {tand up againit this ftorm of paffions 
Trapfcends a woman's weaknefs. Hark! what noife ?— 
Tis news from Curiatius !—Love, I thank thee! 
Entera Servant, “ 
Well, does he yield? Diftraét me not with filence, 
Say, in one word —— . 
Serv. Your father—— 
Horatia, What of him? 
Wovld he not let him yield ? Oh, cruel father! 
Sera. Madam, he’s here-—— 


- 


. 





Horatia. Who? 
Sere, Borne by his attendants. > 
Horatio. What mean’fi thou ? 

Exter Horatius, led in by bis Serpaats, 


*Horatius. Lead me yet a little onward ; 

T thall recover ftraight. : , 
atia. My gracious fire! , A 
ativs, Lend me thy arm, Horatia—So—My <4 
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Be not furpriz’d ; an old man muftexpect _ ane v1 
Thefe little thocks of nature; they are hints ” 
To warn us of our end. 

Horatio. How are you, Sir? 

Horatins, Better, much better. My frail body could 
Support the fwelling tumult of my foul, 

Horatia. No eccttetie T hope, alarm’d-you, Sir! 

My brothers-—= : 

| Horgtius. Here, goto the field again, 
You, Cautus and Vindicius, and obierve 
Fach circumftance, © 1 fall be glad to hear 
"Phe mmover of «he fighr. 

Horatid,” Are they engag’d ? 

Horazivs. They are, Horatia. But firit ler me thank 
For ttaying from the fields I would have feeg [thee 
“ake fight myfelf; but this unlucky i!lnefs 

Hus fore’d metorerire. Wherg is thy friegd ? 

Exter a Servant, who gives a paper to Voratia, and retires; 

What paper’s that ? Why doft thou trembie fo ? 

Here, let meopenit. [Takes the paper and opens it.] From 
Cunatius! 

Horatia.. Oh, keep tz not in this fufpence, my father! 
Relieve me from the rvck. 

Horatius. He tells thee here, 

He dare not do an action thar would make him 

Unworthy of thy love; and ther fore — 
Horatia, Dies |—— 

Well—I am fatizfied. 

Horatiui, 1 fee by this 
Thou hait endeavour’d to Pe: thy lover 
To quitthe combat. Couldit*rhow think, Horatia, 
He’d facrifice his country to a wornan ?~ 

Horatia, 1 know not wharI thought. He proves toe 
Whate’er it'was, Iwas deceiv’d in him (plainly, 
Vnom J applied to, 

Horatius. Do not think ‘ daughter ; 
thonld sapfeil have join'd eget | 
d myfe th eft, 
ad fore’d him from the felt Bor think: my child, 
peri by enothor ars, been add | 
upported rim, 
, 


aufe, 
; What 


_ 
’ 


May 
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What then-coaldtt thou expect! Would he not 
His foolifhi love, and hate thee for thy Tedacn : 
Nay, think, perhaps, ‘twas ardfice in thee 
- To aggrandize thy race, wad ive choin fame 
Triumphant o’er his ruin and bis couptry’s. 
Think well on thar, and reafon mutt convince thee. 
Horatia. [Wildly.] Alas! had reafon ever yer the po- 
To talk down griet, or bid the tortar'd wretch [wer 
Not feel his anguith ? ’Tis smpoffible, : 
Could reafon govern, I fhould now rejoice : 
They were engag’d, and count the Sane moments 
Till conquett tmii’d, and Rome again was free. , 
Could reafon govern, I thould beg of Heaven 
To guide my brother’s fword, and plunge it deep 
Ev’n in the bofem ot the man I love . 
T thould forget he ever won my foul, 
Forget "twas your command that bade me love him, 
Nay, fly pefps to yon Uetefted field, 
And f{purn with {corn his mangled body from me. 
Horatius, Why wilt thou talk thus? Pr'ythee, be more 
I can forgive thy teurs; they flow from nature; [calm. 
And could have gladly wifh’d the Alban ftate 
Had found us other enemies to vanquilh. 
But Heaven has will’d it, and Heaven's will be done ! 
The glorious expectation of fuccefs _ 
Butys up my foul, nor lets athought intrude - , 
To dath my promis’d joys! What fteady valour 
Beams from their eyes: juit fo, if fancy’s power 
May form conjecture from bis after-age, 
Rome's founder muft have look’d, when, warmin.youth, 
And fluth'd with future congueit, forth be march'd 
Againi proud Acron, with whole bleeding fpoils 
He grac’d the altar of Feretrian Jove— 
Methinks I feel recover’d: 1 might venture 
Forth to the field again. What ho! Volfcipius! 
Attend me to the camp. " 
Horatia. My deareit father, o 5 he on ' 
tet pire you fay i the sels tire arid 
ill difcompofe you, and a quick re’ a ted 
Mw cate seliadaeraee V'll reftrain my teary, 
If they offend youn, SR <n 
» Boratins, Well, Vl be adyis’d. © 
1 . *Twere 
























+rsdiieahaaailiadl tu hve ite? 
sre 3h, 2 i 
Kasai Alt 1 all Y Peter 
Horatius, What 
Falerite <a fab ie by Atha, iat} 





yi Valeria. Poslertene 
H 


cantiot be. Where are m he Pall oe 


ill alives—the other 


pe roe the fatal ache yo tte ow’d theircoun 
ou 


oratius, Publivsali 


Her knows his dury better. 
He _ be dead ‘or Rome viétorious. 


Va boufands 


And whilft they: liv’d 
Ob, had T perifh'd wit 
Whole i impious fli 


Horatia. Die! 


And he thall die ; this 


Was this his boafled 


The life ‘he dar’d preferve with gry 


as well as I beheld the combar. 


After his brother’s death he ftood alone, 
And a¢ied wonders againit three affuilants ; 
Jill fore’d at laft to fave himfelf by flight — 
Horatius, By flight! And di digthe! fold 

Oh, Lam: ull again THe coward villain ! 


tegler him ah 
[Throretng bing Af into is chair, 


Horatia. Alas, a brothers! 
Horatias, Weep not for tiem, gi. 
They've died’a detth which kingsithem(felves might envy; 


they faw their country frees — 5 


fh em !—Butfor him f. 
all his race, 


‘Tears a fond father's Bent and camely barvers . 
For pons ercueven es potys giary, 
Weep, weep for him, and. et tears! 

™~ Faleria. What could me three op- 


*d him ? ? 


' He me ot have died. Oh, paninics villain, On 


arm fhal! facrifice 


ering to ea 


What means thié weskinels? Tis untimely set's aT 
When I fhould punith an ung) : 





mult mitekey Pater: . 


3 THE ROMAN FATHER 
Beheld his valouc, snd apgeor'é his, Mightan 
Againtt fuch pppeUtio’- iene 

Horatius, otme! ~., . , 
What's Rome to me? Rome m i Sn ae her traitor ; 
Bur I'm the guardian of my houfe's.honour, 
Abd I will punith. Pray ye, lead.me forth ; 


I would have air. Bur grant me ttren kind gods 
To do this aét of puicrs and I’ hana Vag 


Whate’er ‘gain Rome your awful wills decree,‘ 
You ftill are juli and mercifultome. , , — [2xewns. 


Evyp of the Tuitrp Act. » 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE, @ Room in Horatius’s Hou/e. 
Enter Horatius, Valeria following, 


Horarivs. 


“WAY, away !—I feel my ftrength renew'd, 
And I will hunt the villain thro’ rhe world ; 
Na defarts thall conceal, nor darknefs hide him, 
He is well fkill’din flight ; ; but he thall find 
* Tis nde fo eafy wo elude the vengeance . 
Of a wrong'd tather’s arm, as to efcape 
His adverfary's fword. 
Valeria, Retyain your ra f , 
But for a moment, Sir. n you fhall hear 
The whole unravell’d, you will find he's innocent. 
Horatius, It cannot be. 
_ Waleria, And fee, my brother tomes. 
He may perhaps relate—— 
Herat: * a will al him ; 
I will not to ray ine RTs 


Palerius. I come with Nid condolance from the 
To footh a father’s grief, and to 


exprels—— 
_ Horatins, U've beard it all; pay you fare iy 


ae ee 
THE ROMAN FATHER. 5 
1 want not confolation ; ‘tis ehough =~ anaet 4 
‘They perith'd for their country. Bat the third-——. 
Kalerius. True, he indeed may well fupply your Totty: 
And Calls forall your fondnefs. - 
Horatius. AV wy*vengeance : \" 
* And he fhall have it, Sir. ; wee 
Valerius. Wharwieans my Lord? ) 
y Are you alone difpleas’d with what he has done ? 
* Horativs *Tis I alone, I find, mutt punith it.’ 
Valerius. Vengeance 
‘ ee my Lord! What fault has he committed ? 
as. Why will you double my confyfion thus ? 
Is fi ght ault 
Vaterixs, In foc a caufe as his . 


"Twas glorious. 
\ iran Glorious ! Ob, rare ! 
find a way through infamy fo glory 
“alerius. 1 {carce can truft my Reon iteas ! 

What, was it infamous to fave his country ?- 

is arta crime? Is it the name of flight 

We can't forgive, though its ador’d effect 

Reftor’d us all to freedom, fame and empire? 

Horatius, What fame, what treedom? Who has fav'd 
his'country ? 

_ Falerius, Your fon, my Lord, has done it, 
Horatius. How, when, where ? $ 
Valerius. 19t poffible ? Did you not fay you knew ? 
Horatius, 1 care not what I knew—Ob, tell me all! 

oe itill free >—Has Alba ?—Has my fon ?—— 
ell me— 
¥alerixs. Your fon, my Lord, has flain her cham ons, 
Horatizs, What, Pablius ? ” 

Ki » Ay, Publius. 
Horatins. Ob, lev me clafp thee to me !—— 
Were there,not three remaining ? 
Valerius, True, tae were ; 
wounded all, 


ey eens os ier here ad we 
Se imnapesindiornt 
2 iri And he dats, yb he mip 
All Rome ai boot iinbes ton ' 
Heratius. Texte opinenbrace ee-Cane, reat 


2 
= 


a 

40 wiih dedahnehena eens - 

— Vv shar-m ' 
mba Bre ates YY ODY sa S PVH parma 


Y fy 

1 7 ie to eee say Valeris—. 

Faterius. Your other fons, my ial i tee 
They oi geese ran nived ta ‘ 

inft three opponents, whofe u “— 

Tho’ wounded ar and robb'd of half rheir oe . 
Was ftilltoo great for his.) A while he flood » <f 
Their fierce afliuilss, and then flight... ( 
Only to tire his wounded adverfaries. , ‘ 

Horatius. Prevended flight, and this fuccendedy ha! 
Oh, glorious boy ‘ 

Faterixs. ane better fill, my Lord 
For all purfued, but notwith equal speed. - 
Each, eager forthe conquelt, prefs'd to reach bim ; Hy 
Nor did the firit, ail! "twas too late, perceive vy, 
His fainter brothers far behinds 

Horatius. He took them fingly ogy then An caly conqueft ; 
’Twas boy’s play: — , 

Falrrius. Nevetdyd- Lhee.. 
Such univerfal joy, as when rhe laf, 
peak on the growed bencath Horatius* rae 

feed a while co parley. as. a friend, “vay 

re would have given him hfe, but Fountern: 

Se a. Cnimaed rp poor Hemtia! . A 

wrutivs. Peace, 1 ch tbtee a 

Go, drefstiy face we feiken on bid shy f el ty 


Wake to new trad fports. . Lerwmbin: htr.. “i 
Whats adorerdoit & Theres una youth onal 
In Rane but will adore her. Kings wil big? van thy i 


bor her atimecd pow, and mig haigitobi els, ¥ wen : 
Be honour'd by her [iniles. wai mney ~ 


Valeriuw Motiure, rag bs stare 
To her whofe merit nme Le, hind ubeas = 
Horatixs, How could Jodoubr, 


‘This is rue , to preferve Sedeeeson pa 7 3! 
Avs bid ne i <cmabidennion rear n 40 roar 

In fame’s-cternal yolumes be . 
s "Methinks al I 


»* Rome gazes on’ 
# The woad’ ting 





Pe-Gracious Heaven! 
t , and at his feet 
enh and implore a pardon *. 
or uch injuftice. 
Valerius. * You way foon, my Lord, 
« In his embraces lofe the fond remembrance 
| ‘ pa ye ipeld rage.’ The King ere this 
ee oe ifpatch’d him; *heburftaid — 
* Till ord thar hatwe wich Gone fs he honours 
* Of featter’d wreaths, and grateful fongs of praife. » « 
* For till to-morrow he pofipones the pomp 
o£ Of folemn thanks, and facrifice to Heaven 
**For liberty reftor’d? —But-hark! that fhout 
Which founds from far, and feems the mingled voice 
Of thoufands, fpeaks tim onward on his way. 
Horatixs. How my heart dances !—Yer 1 bluth to meet 














Burt 1 will cn, Come, come, Horatia; leave {him 
(Codting at the door, 
Thy forrow far behind, and ler us fly. bs 
With arins to greet our common glory ite 
co Enter Horatia aud Va 


Horatia. Yes, 1 wilt go; this father's hard comnfand 
Still be obey’d ; and I — meet the conqueror, 
But notin ram it 
“~Falrrius, Oh, go not, gent : 
Might I ebvifec en ” 
aleria, Your griefs are yet too frefli, 
And may offend him. Do not, my i 
Valerius, Indeed 'twere better to avoid his prefence ; 
It will revive forrows, and recall —— 
Horatia..Sit, when 1 faw you laf] was a woman, 
‘The fool of nature, a fond prey tw grief, 
_Made up of fighs and tears. Butnow my foul 
= a rovcll fo bem 1 oe 
1D too ees wit 
Obferve 0 chang'd?. 


Fiow why folteyeny det eaitone groan? } 
. : ia i Dp 3) ; . Ne: 


4: THE ROWAN) PAT HER 
ot Petabone ye <r nary fix’d.defpair. wane 9° Keer 


~ Valeria. My dear Horatiag checeaien dare ce 
Whar dread Wath lene form!d? Oh, oa 
Valerius. © pabmcesiels her’ —Hear me eyes fuel 
You mutt pot el 1 rs tefolve, © 
There is a fight rceyouro the le 
Horatin. What fight? 
Palerius, Alas, "I hey be glad tide its i 
But it is—— ** Send | 
Horatia. What?) o> + ‘ eters 
Valerius, Your brother sebastian 1 7TSek » 
‘The very fearf bore ounce me 
Horatia, (Wildly.) Ye gods, Tian yet tis with} joy 
1 hearin, ©" 
If I thould falrer now, that fightwould rolze 
My. drooping Sh stam and fwell the tempeft louder. 
—But fot 


‘nt oe mrs wild paffion 
Betray» my purpote.— ee h them. 
a down, 














Valerius. She fofrens now. » 
Valeria, How do you, my Horatia? 
Som Alas, my Friend tis madnefs which I urter—- 


perfuade-me then, I will-not go. 
B leave me to myfelf; I would fit here ; a“ 
Alone in filénr fadnefs por my_(¢ars, dither 


Aod meditate.on my unheard-of woes. 
Valerius. [Yo Valeria.} *Twere well to ulnour on. 
But may fhe nor, , 
Tf left alone, do outrage on heffelf 
Valeria. T have ite Fa thats dhe has not near her 
Onc inftrument of death { 
Valerius. Retire a then. 
* But, Oh, nonfar, reer yr 
* Still more perplex"é-witk love. ees knqwa, Valeria, 
* But when this ftormof “has blown: its fill, i 
“She may. ghow bali; am liftento my vows. =. og 


Vi 
bp « seciiam tae cand comes forrvard, 
Yi and now be ! 
Tie wy i aa wher Baarch, The fin yf 


‘ 
. 
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Which pak vil ms scocnentne ibe at eafe, 


Jui now I thought, ilieias 

1 could have ep amape at ever, 

Eur death has "d kay 

—They were not wr eeeainich undid us, 


virtue thal! us in | 
heard them fay, sichty ig thegate om 
“bat they had robb'd peo all Pwge of death. 
I Vain’ thought they See op s purpofe, 
Be refolute, my brother; det no weak 
Unmanly fondnefs mingle with thy oarveny 
And Lgvill touch theenearly, Oh; come on, 
'Tis thowaione ‘can’t give iapeacey. [Exit 


' Enp of the Fourrs Acr. 
‘a, ne 
‘7 x ,¥ 
ACT Y. 
SCENE, a Bwreet of Rome, 


Chorus @ Youths and Virgins and fesitering Beancbt ‘ 
gpa, Pomoc » See fame Horatius /anigg aw 
the be Publius Horatius. 


CHORUS, 


| = freedom bce4 won, os 

ome her tribute pours; rr 

And on one Fea Bie Riese 
Half exhauits her blooming ftores. act 


j penstit os A Yourn. eR 





~_ 


ea ~~ * f- j L i 

‘yt atk 
cet deere theet. reins ter ania” 
“W ¥inerw. dy ae 
- Scatter here the myrtle w 0 ear 
“Though the bloodiefs vidtor’s due; 
** Grateful thoufands fav'd from death | 
Shall devote that wreath to you, ” Ty 


wreath 


’ »  y) 


Scatter here the oaken bough ; 
Ev’n for oneaverted fate | 

We that civic meed beftow— ° a 
He fav’d all who fav’d the fates” > 


CHORUS, ' 
Thus, for freedom, &c. we 


Horatius, Thou dof forgive me then, my deareft boy, 
I cannot tell thee half my eciftafy. 
The day which gave thee firft to my glad hopes 
Was mifery to this——I’m mad with tranfport ! 
Why are ye filent there? Again-reriew— 
Your fongs of praife, and in a louder Mrain 
Pour forth your joy, and tell rhe lilt’nmg ff 
Thats Rome is freed by my Horativus* hand. . 
ublius. No more, my friends. — You muft permit me, 
To contradi& you here, Not but my foul, , (Sir, 
Like Yours, is open to the charms of praife: 
There is no joy beyond it, when the mind ~ 
Of him who hearsitcan with honeft pride 
Confefs it juft, and liflen to its mufic. 
But now the toils I have fuftain’d require 
Thyir.interval of reft, and every fenfe 
_ Ir4itaf to pleafure. -Let me leave you, friends ; 
* Stil. near our home, and would be private row 5. 
* Butorrow we'll expett your kind attendance - 
* Shrare our joys, and waft our thapks'to heaven,’ 
[4s they are gving of Horatia rafbes 
ia. Where is this mighty chief? 
‘atius, My daughter's. voice ! 
I bade her come ; the has forgot her forrows, 
And is again my child. ; 
A “ : Hor ati 
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And violate the firlt great law within. Us. 

I {coro the impious 
Publius, Have a care; 

Thou'fttouch'd a fring which ma awake 1 my vengeuiic 
Horatia. [.4fide.) Then ic Mall * do ir.’ iz ‘n 
Pub. Oh, if thou dar’it prophane 

That facred tie which winds aboutmy heart, 

By heaven I {wear, by : the great gods who rule 

The fate of empires,.‘tis not this fond weaknels 

Which hangs upon me, and retatcsimy juftice, 

Nor even thy tex, which hell proteét rhee trom me. 
[Clapping bis band on hisfword. 
Horatius, Drag her away—thou'lt make me curle thee, 














gi — = 

Indeed fhe’s mad, (To Publius. & 

Horatia., Stand off, Iam not mad— ‘ 
Nay, draw thy fword; I do defy thee, murderer, o 
Barbarian, Roman !——Mad! The name of Rome — 
Makes madmen of you all; my curfes on it, 
* I do deteft its impious policy.” 
Rife, rife, ye ttates (Oh, that my voice could fire 
Your tardy wrath !) confound its felfih greatnefs, 


Rafe its —_ walls, and lay its me i 

Pub. I'll bear no more— abe “ 
Horatius, Diftraétion 1—Foree fied te ty 
Horatius. ve raseling-) Could I buy wh 


This can't, unfocial ftate, 1'd die with tranfj a. A 
Gaze on the {preading fires—'till the laft pile ~ 
Sunk in the blaze—then mingle with its ruins. 

Pub. Thou halt not live to rhat. [Bait after ber, 
Thus perith all the enemies of Rome, 9 thous, 

Re-enter Vaierius, 

Valerins, Ob, horror! horror! execrable aft ; £1.) 
If there be law in Rome; if there be juttice, 
By Rome, andall its gods, thotrfhalt not “fcape. [Exif 

Re-ever Publius, followed by Horatia, wounded. 

Horatia. Now thou’ ft indeed been kind, and I f 
The death of Curietius; this lat blow, “ as 
Has cancell’d all, and thou'rt my brother. 

Horatixs, Heavens! what a eee 


hdegpiel 




















er FATHER. 
ow, I have see ‘Publius, thou mutt diez 
Blood call for blopd—1b ex one parricide, ° 
Potbeda grants sealer aioe Fe oS 4) 
Pablina. Sevike! "is ¢he Gonfusioation of m 
- Todie, and by yout we Ereeeest Fer 
Horatiasé Aare ee ae ee 
‘Would’ thew lifeup thy fac hind 
Againtt the chief, the chat w'd thy country? 
There’ fomething in that ut face, that awes my foul, © 
Like adivinity, Hen raga Migs te Ty  ‘s 
~ Difgrace my band) no Se 
[4 y svirhoits anges J 
What noife is that?” ip 


* Enter Volfeinius. 
Polf, A\l Rome, my Lord, has’ taken the alarm, a 
= ciivens etireg’d, are poiting hither 
"TY call for juftice on the head - Publis. as 
ere Ungrateful men? i Let 


come, 


Ente Toliva, Valerius andi ions, 
Palerius, See, fellow citizens, fee whes 
The bleeding vidtin. 


Tuiles, Stop, vnmanner'd oul te 
Think’ibthou we know refore wee a 
Seeit thou yon ep re ? Py it 

‘Yorativs. Permit them, Sir, — 

Tullus. Wihat'would you, Romans? 

Valerivs, Weare come, dread Sir, 
In the of wurder'd innocence; ay 
Marder’d by him, the man=— 4 / 

Horatius. Whole sri Oh 


Hea ee yer wan 
Has Rome no nide? De ye blu 
He at rififatime rage purfucs? 


ad Citizen. Dees he | for, 





is ready r, 
: Ro 
Tle in ety peta tee 
our ears, nor 
ae ans soit Me a 
oF re e does belie me. 
Whar child cons, 2 Alia? T have but one, 
iy And*him you would tear The 


Le 


All PF biper =. him, 
Pb. ee me peaks a thou, peasants! 
To burt Ae ee) Tam ‘bore beyond ay 


» Thy power to harm me, Death's extremeit tortures 
ware happinefs to what I feel. Yet know, fo 


oa 


injur’d honour bids me live; nay, more, 
tae me even defeend to plead for life.” 
ut wherefore wafte I words? *Lis eu 
But'you, my countrymen, : ou, L {peak ; 
de Inv'd the maid, § 
of Ole? axe, How ! lov'd her! a. 
Bp Sovdiv toi her ; , 
BU eT4dan v public jitftice, fereens 
“rand a mean revenge. 
- O. | si“ her not? High heaven’s my witrgb, 
Tow tended tay’d her; and the pangs 
} feel this moment, could you fee my heart, 
would prove too yeh 1 am {till her brother. 
Uf Citizen. He all be fav'ds 


All Citizens. Save him | fave him ! 
) Tultus, If yeta doubt remains, 
: pesto: virtuous father, —— boatt 
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this Morn, a naMmcrous Progen 
wh deat foport of hs de ing age 
“When read the fad reverfe with pirying 


$/-nd tell your confcious hearts'they fell eh] 
_ Horatins, 1 am o’erpaid by tha gine Gui L-caghet 


accounts ; by n, 1 fwear, , 
} t " Ve 
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ind every hero wasa bere’s 
When powerful fute decreed ome warrior's doom, 

) Sprung the phanix from bis parent's tomb... 

Bt whilf thife generous rivals fought and fl, 

sh generons riwal; low'd'e ach other agell : 

be? many a bloody field was loft anid won, 

Vothing in hatesin honour all qwas dont. : 
bin Pexcy dWrong'd defy'd his prince or peers, * 
afcame the Dovoras, with bis Scottith pears ; 
id, auben proud Dover as made bis King bis foe, 
*Dovcras, Percy dent bis Enplith bow. 

Pd their native home by adverse fate, 

yy knock'd altgrnate at each other's gate: 

Peer iax'd the taftleng at the midaight hour,’ 

Pim whofe arms bad foook its frie roav'r. 


This night a Dévctas your pina ema ; 
we ! @ motherd Piry's fyfteh 


Az Darauatis 


oi. ahi 
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ACT I 
The Court ofa Cayftle furreunded with Woods. 


Enter Lady Randolph. 


Z 2 woods and'wilds, whofe melancholy gloom ~ 
Accords with my foul’s fadnefs, and draws forth 

The voice of forrow from. my buriting heart, » 

Farewel a while ; I will wos leave you long ; 

lor in your thades [ deem fome {pirit dwells, 

Who from the chiding ftream, oat ning oak, : 





eo 










bro © 
° o 
To thee I fi ri 
ou "BSS whch arn car 
egard més ; tho” ] 


Another’s now, ‘h 
Intapable of change, affectit 
Buried, my Douglas, ia'thy i] 

But Randolph comes, whora Rate as tole m y Lord; 
To chide my anguith, and defraud thé'dead. 





Enter Lord Randolph. ie 
Lord Rand. wet thefe — oF weet oy, dot 
thoa wel 


To feed a pation which confumes yt tife> i 

¢ living claim fome duty: vainl ~ 9 
Beftow’ft thy cares apon the filent — 
| Lady Rand. Silent, last is he rekon I mourn: 
Childiefs, without memorix! of his is name; 
He only now in sy retembrance lives, — 
‘ This fatal day itirs my time- —* 


* Troubles afrefh fo ? 
Lard Rand. Pahes pede Fiduet Taefe 














* black weeds’ 
* Exprefs the wotted colour 5 Nga 
. For cv ever dark and difmal.” 


A fi qd weds ve 

* Are pals’d, finge we wep 4 a ties; 
* Clouds all the whic have have te “AC 

* Nor broke ‘mor : ~ 


Time, th 
. ~ ery 

















life, 
a beget Noblevel not to demand 
* Her for a wife whofe Weare was dead to love. 
* How thou perfifted after this, thou know'it, 
* And mutt confefs that f am notutt juit, ' 
* Nor more to thee thun to my lf injurious. 
* Lord Rand. 'Tirat I confets ; open pons 
She gril I cepnenigere: Woald thou wert not 


Compos"d along, 
‘¢ Bat hadit a {p other in thee, 


‘ : enger, Wan rp ney Baers defre 


‘ ete mi egret and thy grief, 
"As whi i> and dcurvante aay hy 3 Fieth 
* © Lady Rand To iehacefetchumes indo ove 


i Lord fan ee art notthe daughter of Sie 


mgt armen 
Foc oe aoe wits flain, 


hea yah: 


£1 


fn ie See ketene 
























y and. , 
‘Llove thy merit, sot elteer th rue. ; 
But whither go’ft thou now? ~ 

Lord Rand. craic uetee apnea ‘ meth 
Where every warrior on the See eet: 


Of expeéiation, -and 
Each who anrives, Seiee ie tuese tb weld bli oa 





The Danes are landed. 0% me 
Lady Rand. O, rat beg 
Far from the couft di their fleet! 
And every foldier of etura 

In peace and fafecy 


ord Rand. 4 ay 
wills tera 0) 53-3) 
Right from their native land, the 
Mag the a eae id 
‘Chen Seal eeroeaieeenenn Me AN 
Ard roving armies than a hore. 
vid aotearoa 
, ofe manners, f+ genanamabeinas 
* Is not fo horridy, fohateful, — 
that.whieh: 





tates _ th eta 


Tests $.* -_ a 







Pity,’ fasewed! hy al not alone; » 
Yonder comes one whale love makes duty light, [Brite 
“"Bater Anna, 


Fo ive the afhnefs of your Anna’s love: ~ 
» Uhave thus nie 


Anna. 
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Henceforth th’ inftrvated er “aie ap woes. 
But what aeph ie in? Can mies 
Rolle a floodof never. big ine t 
Compel Gareth a0 greet pve: 
Theit dead alive? 
Anna. What meang y 








If Tin ently oath had Jolt a‘wulbanur= 
In che cold befom of the canhn iode’d, 
Mangled with wounds, the bulband of my youth» 
And in fome cavern of the ocean lies 
My child and his. 
Aina, G‘ Lady, mok rever’d! 
The tale wrapt up in your amazing words 
Deign to unfold. 
Ledy Raed. Alasy an.ancient-feud, 
Hereditary evil, -was the fource ‘ 
Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed, 
That my brave brother fhould in harle favey 
The life of Douglas’ fon, our houfe’s foe: nr 
The youthful warriors vow'd eternal friendfhip, 
To fce-the vaunted fitter of his friend 
Iwpatient Douglas to malarersenes 
Under a borrow!dname,——My. heart he gain'd ; 
Not did I Jong refute the nie i he begg’d =. 
My eae en d@ our marriage. 





j ze fight histfather’s batrles;, and wich him, 
hid a ean me 8 mg | 
Sia ygoncy, when my ftern, Sire was told 


"That the fall Douglas’ fons. 
Brantic with rage RF ay 


ron drew his 
And quehiand or: Alone, forfaken iin oe 
Kneeling benesth his fword, faulting] wook «~ 
“Aa oath equivocal, thar Ine’er | . 
‘Wed one of Douglas’ mame. 

Thou firk of virtues, let no mortal leiwe 
ee ype altho’ the earth shall gape, = 


& 6.04. 1D - - i ae 


1 : 
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And from the galph of hell deftruction cry 


41 o take Pome gt ae 's winding ways 
‘ Anna, Lm ow Th 5 gta 's fearful kind 




















‘This pregious, me ron y tragic tale——— 
Ina few the dreadful: came 
* Wy lord! my life! my hafband !—Mighr sy tae 
What had I done to a fugh, nig ‘ 
nee My dearefl Lady! many a tale of tears 
"ve liften’d to; but never did l hear 
A tale fo fad as this. 
Lady Raud. In the-firf days 
Of my diftratting grief, Lfound myfelf——— > 
‘As women with to be who love their lords. 
But who durft tell my father ?"'The good prieft 
.Who join’d our hands, my brother's ancient tutor, 
' With his lov’d Malcolm, in the battle fell: 
They too alone were privy tothe marriage. 
On filence and concealment I refolv'd, 
‘Till time should makemy fathers fortune mine. 
*'That very night on, which my fon was born, 
*My nurfe, the only, confidant [ had, , 
~ Set out with him to peach her filter’s houfe ; 
But nurfe, norinfant, have Lever feen 
Or heard of, Ana, finee that fatal hour. . 
“My marder’d child! had thy fond mother fear’d 
* The lofé af thee,.he had loud, rem plor be 
‘| Defpis'd her eee wages hex father’s grief, 
And wander'd with thee thro’ the (cormng world,? 
Anna, Not feen nor heard.of Be perhaps he lives. . 
Lady tog No. . It was darks ember; mgnd ae 


rain 
: Acrofs the Carron de 
The mee eee -and ip its fwelling fe Pho 


ee on os with am we . * 
sah ne Tal ‘one. : 
Ded 


ward. ab. ge, prtdiann' da volly :* 


mt | 





ter ts Ea a a ae = 
~ But we theme: ‘Glenalvon comes: | 


c 


; p 
‘te p’o- = LVN sp. 


| 
' 










-« 
eee 


« Like a at ae oc ands” 
Nor ‘has defpite fal fate nal 3 
ee kere gree: on 
Tho’ dead to love, 1. was . ag 
Randolph, who fnatch’d f 7 arms; 4s 
ow 1] py eles, ; . i 
at by Sir Malcolm ’s dear ds ' 
Percale, that fhould ta Dow fe. 


A Baron’s title, anda Barton's powérF. 

* Stich were mi foothing thoughts; while I’bewail’d 

* The fliughter’d father of a nborn. - 

* And when that fon came, like'a ray from heav’s, 

* Which*thires and difappears! alas! my child! 

* How long did thy fond mother grafp the hope © 5 

* OF having thee, the knew not how, reftor'd. 

* Year after yesr hath worn her h at 

* Bot left fill wediminift’d her’ 
‘ dana. The hand, that fpins th’ uneven thread of 4 


‘life, 

* May fmooth the length that’s yet to. come of your's.- x, 

* Lady Rand. Not in this world: | have coniider’d 

iss weil 

‘ Its various evils, and on whom they fall. 
«Alas! how oft does goodnefs wound <r ; 

* And {weet affetion prove the {pring 
Ol had Idied when my lov'd hefband ne 
Had fome good angé) op’d to me the book © 
Of providence, and tet me read my life, 
My heart had brokt when I beheld the fum 
Of ills, which’ont by one I have endar'd: OAM U ber 






I faw him bend on youhis thoughtful eyes « *'f 
And hitherwards he flow! ftallee his way. of, 


Lady Rarzd. Iwill avoid him, An 
Ts doubly irkfometin an hour like this ; 
Anna, Why ij a aa 
Lady aes eee rhe Tne 
Subtle and teewd he‘offers to mankind. . 


¥ 






















powuGét as& 7 
An attificial image dent ‘ : 
weAnd he with exfe 


i ~yh pois’d fo ill, . 
nie Prehitting wind. ? 
Yeis be brave and pouuc'in war, 
' And ttands aloft in thefe bnraly times. § 
Why I defcribe ‘him thus 1’/1 tell hereafter ; 
Stay and detaimhim till 1 reach the caftle. [ Evir. 
Auna, Ohappinefs } where art thou to be found? 
T fee thou dwelleft not with re and rag a: 
Tho’ grac’d with grandeur, andan wealt array’ 
Nor dof thou, it wouldeem, with virtue dwell; 
Elfe had this gentle lady miG'a thee ngt: 


Enter Glenalvon. 


Jen; What doit thou mufe on, meditating: maid? 
ike fome @fitranc’d and vifionary feer 

n earth thon ftand’ft, thy thoughts afcend to heav’m 
Anna, Wos'd that I were, e’én as thou fay’ft, a feer,, 
‘To have my doabts by heav’nly vifion:clear’d !’ 

Glen. What doft thou duubt of ? what haft thou to do 
With fubjegts intricate? Thy youth, thy beauty, 
Cannot be qteftion’d : think of thefe good gifts, 
en thy contemplations will be pleafing. 
fet women view yon monument of woe, 
who fo fair as the? 


wakes the mémory of hérantient woes. _ 
' Glen. So!—Lady paren as tes me! by re 
I'll woo he>as the lion woos his 
The deed’s a-doing now, eterno Ut 
sri ther» cab periayamae op 

iM is mi mt y ing fteps 


ill mot be h 
ye Ng his ‘better fate ° 


ad Pendant once, and Geshe, OPicuance bee 
en e he ae ; 


' feu"d, 
’ 








cs 


fie i ac Be ase i 


=, 


J will not live in fear; ‘ the manJ 


tnt ee ee ee at 
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Refcu’d, and had the La able ibe Me wil 
J "feap'd onknown: a ; . , n% " . 
Hewtn my wine 









fow in andilet overs: ats 

Scot asvet. Yet I am no fafe; 

ove,. ethan i wit, Rune Af md, 
Madly I ha °d amy Dafion toshis wife, os 


4 
4 
‘ 
a” ERY 
And the has reste vd tovacgn fl tr nage p 
e way of woman’s will L.do : 
But well I know the pee a wea 
‘ Is as a Dane 10 me;’ he is the Prien uae 
Who flands betwixt me and my chief defire. 
No ber but he; the hago kink thn aie 


No brother ia his fi steam & ys 
Seats a 
r - 














know no chi ale 
¥ ne 
» oo ~hF Aet B et Oh ake - qnenck 
sar? ts = id * 
PLT Fe or ~~ a ms oa 
’ on ele lly fk 
. a tales hae Al ba kar See"! t 4 


Sy bers ast pape + : 





J ena ae af ees of 
a ion vit. an, SD. .¥) 
“iA 
- 

* 
pt hee - 
aad 
ee 
1 - J i Seek + _. Q 
OP ay? . 4 oF . 
Pepe < go), 9 a ire “pate 
pee, HRT, 
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pr ed, Il. 
5 ACourt, Bec. 


ht cs. 


Servants, eal 0 ekadge, at, oe door, and Lady 
Randolph aed Anna at anuiber, 





Be ‘Lady Randolph. 
mY THAT means this clamour? Stranger! fpeak 
: fecure 5 


se ae been wrong'd, shave thefe rude men a 
pir es Fate Some hisway i ; 
A) yf sie By weno ranger fuffer’d wrong, 
an tas He wild has eecalve us forth; 
Si ore afraid he cannot {peak his tears, 


iho Lord Randolph and Norval, qth their fant 
ren bloody. 


drawn end 









dy iat Sane the Stranger’s fears | how fares 
4 Syed Rend That it fares well, thanks to this galane 
oa) t 


dee | E 
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Lady Rand. My Lord, I cannot {peak what now Sfee!, 
My heast.o’erflows with gratitude to heav’n, | 
Aud to this noble youth who unknowh 
Yo you and yours,- deli cme 
Nor paus’dat peril, bat, hun ° 4 
Fought on your fide, ye oe gece " 4 
Have you yet learn’d of him, whom we ‘Sead ere Se 
Whom call the faviour of Lord Randolph's life? , 24! 

Lord Rand: Tatk'd that queftion; and. eanfwer'd 5 / 
But I mutt kaow who my deliverer is. [To she Stranger. 2 

Norw, A low-born man, of 5 an < 
Who nonght can boaft but ‘his defire to 2 
A foldier, and to gain a name imarme. 

Lord Rend. Whoe’erthou art, thy fpirit is antics 
By the great King of Kings! thowart ordain’d 
And‘tamp’d a hero by the fovereign hand mo 
Of Nature! biufh not, er of modelty: 

As wellas valour, to declare thy birth . 

Norv. My name is‘Norval: on the Grampian hills 
My father feeds-his flocks-; a frugal fwainy ¥i 
Whole conftant cares-were to increafeé’his ftore, 

And keep. his only fon, myfelf, at home. 

For I had heard of battles, and I aoe 

To follow to the field fome warlike Lord 

Amd heaven foon granted what my Sire dei "dy , 
This moon which rofe Jatt night, round isa “whe 
Had not yet fll'd her hortis, when, by her 7° 
»A band of fierce Barbarians £ ore hills, ba 
Rufh'd like'a torrent down a ne Siegen 


Sweeping our flocks and: : a! 
For fafety endfor foecour. » ye nit ee” 23.) 
With bended bow, and quiver full of 7 : 


Hover’d about the enemy, and mark’d sy! 
The road’ he jbok then halted to my friends so a 4 
Whom, witha or ernie meh, 1 | 
I met advancing. (nite Died; . x" 

Till we o’erto thi . 
We fought and was drawn 
An arrow from'my. had’p chief, - iY 
Who wore that day,the I wear. ns 
Returning home Sa ieacemperadliaaie’a LS 


wet 
‘ 
= , 


7 
DovuvcGcreais. Fh 
The fLépherd’s flothful life: and having heard 
.Thay/ur good King had fummon’d his bold Peers 
ead thel® warriors to the Carron fide,” ~ 
ce my father’s houle, afd took with me 
““chofen fervant to conduct my fteps;——— 
Vda yembling coward, who foe k his mafler: 
neying with thisintent, J palt thele towers, 
» came this day to do 
i sen) re® that gilds my humble wame: 
He is as wife as brave. Wasever tale 
Tucha gallant modelty rehears’d ? 
ve deliverer! tho thalt enter now 
ler lit, aod in a monarch’s fight 
’ d-with pfitices for the prizé of famev _ 
ny 1 will prefent thee to our Scot 8 een King, 
Whofe valiant ever valo 
Ha! my Matilda t wherefore ytarts that tear? 
‘ y Rand. 1 cannot fay ; for various affections, 
oe Leope mingled, in my bofom fwell ; 
. @ach of them may well command a tear, 
be oe] yi fafe, a Soper: n 
im and his fortunes who hath wrou t thy fafety 5 
\,)as my mind prediéts, with thine his own. 
bfeu friendlets, he the army fought, 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Wolv'd to hunt for fame, and with his fword 
; n‘which his birch deny’d. ~~ 
he might have ‘d, 
valour, ‘but tblivion,” 
his virtue {erves no more. 






























be rough vithia a ae , 
One you °, 
And etd ne ap he rae ef hand of | heaven. 

em Me A ore ? 
; 47 hain ag ' 





Soret te: 
whank you, Rede Iam 
rech and manwess ¢mevertill this boar’. 
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Stood I in fuch a.prefence’;, yet my.Lord, 
here's Something in my brealt which makes me" 
Who fay, that Norval ne’er will Mame thy yaar NA 

ady Rand. Dwilbbefworn thouwiltnot. 
My knight; and ever, as thou didit to-day, 
With happy valour guard the life of Randolph. 
Lord Rand. Well bah thou fpoke, Let me forbi 
reply. be 
We are thy debtors fill; thy high defert 
O’ertops otr gratitade, I mult proceed, 
As was at firft intended, to the camp. , 
Some of imy train, 1 fee, are {peeding hither, 
Inpatient, dcubtlefs, of their Lord’s delay. 
Go with nc, Norval, and thine eyes thall fee 
The chofen warriors af thy native land, 
Whe laagaith for the fight, and beat the air 
With brandith’d fivonls. 
Norv, Let us-be gone my Lord, _ 
Lord Rand, [ve vady Randolph.] About the time 
that the declining fgn /* 
Shall his broad orbit o'er you hills fafpend, 
Exped ysto recurh. ‘This night once more ¥, 
Within thefe walls I reft: my tent I pitch 
To-morrow in the figld. Prepare the fealt. 
Pree is his heart who. for his country fights ; 
He in the eveof battle may refign 
Himfelf to focial pleafure ; {weeteh then,. — 
mt danger to a foldier’s fay! endears ' 
© The human joy: that never may rm, 
‘ duit _ [Exennt Lord Randolph and N 
Lady Rand. His parting words have fhreck a 


roth. ' Ls 

*© Douglas! Douglas! tender was the time 

When we two parted, se’er to micet again ! 

How many years of anguith and defpar + 

Has heav'n annex" 19 thofe fw iBiaga ting houns 

Of love and fondach ! © Then bofom's iM 

* Off, 2s blown back by | 

* Return’d, and with 































she ours'd her fnilinginfant on her-breal ; 

aded the child, and rear’d the pleafing boy : 
She, with affection’s-triumpb, faw the youth 

la grace and coniclinefs farpals his peers: 
W billt 1 to.a dead hutband-bore-a fon, 

And to the roaring waters gave my. child. 

dana. Alas alas! why willyou thas refame » 

our gricfafrehh? I thought na youth 
Would for a while have won you from Sour woe. ' 

“< ae ak. gid with a ae 
M more delj d, than your penfive 
= deign’d dutother objects to below, - 
. Lady Rand. Delighted, fay’ thoa? Oh! even there 
Ay pass 

und fuel for my life-confuming forrow. 
thought that, had the fon of Douglas liv’d, oi 
e'might have beep like this young gallant ftranger, 

nd pais'd with him in features and in thape ; 
allendowments, asin years, Ideem, 
ly hoy with blooming Norval might gave number'd, ° 
hilt thas I yomp’d, 2 (parks from fancy full * 
Ma my fad heart, and kindled up a fondnels 
of this young ftranger, wand’ring from his home, 

ag like an Amp caft ypo my care, 
will propedt thee (faid I to. myfelf) 

With all my Dower, and grace with all my favour. 

: fos, Se pn dil blefs fo generous a refolve. 

o6 maf, my no Jame, exert ba ie 


ou muft awake : de be fram’d, | 
nd arrows posed a he Wet of "Norval. 
Lady Rand. Gleualwgon’s falfe and crafty head will 


ae work : Ageing 
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Againft a rival in his kinfinan’s love, . 
If I deter him not: I only can, \ ae 
Boid as he is, ‘Glenalyon will beware os 4 
How he pulls down the fabric that [ rife, ' 
Til be ri artift of young Norval’s fortyne.. On 
* 'Tis pleafing | to admire !\ moft apt was I 
* To this affection in my. better days 5 
* Tho’ now I feem to you thrunk up, ‘retir’d «pew. 
* Within the narrow compafy of my woe. ! od 
* Have you not fometimes feen an early flower | im 4 
* Open its bud, and {pread*its filkkén leaves, nl 
* To catch fweet airs, and odours to ; n * 
* Then,, by the keen blaft ipt, pull in its leay a 
* ‘And, tho’ ftill living, | die to fcent and. ae 
* Emblem of me: afiiétion, like a orm 
* Kath kill’d the forward- pigtevey my heart.” 


Enter Gienalvons 


Glen, Where is my deareft kinfinan, noble R 
Lady Hed Have you not heard, Glenalvon, 6 
“wr Lvign et <r 


Glen, Thave; and that the villains may not "ape 
With a trong band I have b the wood, =, 
If they lurk: there, alive they be taken, © > * 
And torture force from them th’ important fecret, ~ 
Weeds fome foe of Randolph hir'd their f vord 

rt 

Lady Rand. "Phat care becomes a kinfnsan’s lo 
Ihave @countel for Glenalvon"s ear. (Exit Anw 

Glen. To him your counfels always are commands. 

Lady = Thaye not foyad fo: thow art knoy 


HS owas . 
La . And mof my caufe 
ic hedeake 


Glen. What do’ you kn Heay'w 
Yoo mach amaze me, No beings dt 
Yoarielf except, durft thus’ nalvon. 
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ad. Ts guilt fo bold! and doft thou make a 


; ment 
y/sretended meeknefs! This to me, 
f\ witha gentlenefs which duty blames, 
Pave hithertaconceal’d what, if divulg’d, 
ould make thee nothing; or, what's worfethan that, 
n outgait beggar, and unpity’d roo ! 
Heals fhudder at acrime like thine. 
Ny Thy virtue awes me. Firft of womankind ! 
rmitme yet-tofay, that the fond.man, 
Mom love tranfports beyond ftriét virtue’s bounds, 
f he is brought by love to.milfery, 
in fortane ruin’d, as in mind forlorn, 
npity’d cannot be. Pity’s the alms 
hich on foch beggars fraely is beitow'd = 
Ahor mortals know that love is {till their lord, 
@.nd o'er their vain refolves advances fill : 
As fre, when kindled by our thepherds,»moves 
vas the dry heath againft the fanning wind, 
Lady Rand. Referve thefe accents for fome other car, 
0 love’s apology I liften not. . 
fark thou wy words ; for it is meet thou fhould’t, 
‘is brave deliverer Randolph here retains. 
haps his prefence may not pleafe thee well ; 
ut, at thy peril, Ue ought againit him : 
“not thy jealoufy attempt to fhake 
Find loofen the good root he has in Randolph; 
hofe favourites, I know, thou haf fupplanted, 
Whew look’ft at me, as if thou fain would’t pry 
ato my heart, . ’Tis open as my fpeech. 
Rive this early caution, and put on 
The curb, before thy temper breaks away. 
The friendlef ftranger my protection claims: 
His friend I am, and be not thou his foe. Exit. 
Glen. Chicd that I was, to ftart at my own Ws 
And be the thallow fool of coward confcience! 
Tam not what I have been; what T fhoeld be, 


The of deltiny have ierc"d 
mM oh. heart. Wiad tous grate ok faith 
yn legends, and ‘ tales, 

of conclude there an arm above, 


That 
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‘That fought againft me, and me ttu 
To catch myfelf, the fubtle fhare I fet. 
Why, rape and marder are nbt fimple means ! 
Th’ imperfect te to Randolph gave a fpouse ;» 
And the intended murder introdac’d +> 4 
A favotitite to hide the fun from mie ; ae 
And, worf of all, arival. Burnitig hell! 







tony 


This were thy centre, if, I thought lov’d hit At 
Tis certain fhe contemhs me} nay, commandsy) 
And waves the flag of her difpleafure o’ér'me, : 
In his behalf. And thal Pthus be brav'd® © « 
Curb’d, as fhe calls it, by dame chaftity ? ay 
“Inferna! fiends, if any fiends there are ie 
More fierce than hate, ambition, ard revenge, 
Rife up and fill my bofom with your fires; 

. gna policy remorfelefi ! Chance niay {péil 

* A fingle aim; butperfeverance mut - 

* Profper arlag. Pérehante and fate are word): > 
PRletgin wiftom is the fate Fn . a 

arkly a projec peers bpow ny mindy! - Sy, 

Like the red Cte wine a rifing'in the cat, . 
Crofs’d-and divided by ftrange-colour’d clonds. 
I'll feek the flave wWhio came with Norval hither, \ °f 
And for his cowardice was fparned from him: 
ve known’ a follower’s' rankied bofom 
Venom moft fatal to’ his heédlefs Lord: 


Ane 
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ACT Ill. 
“y Court, &c. as before. 



















Enter Anna, 


Y vallals, Grief! great Nature's order break, 

m™ And change: the noon-tide to the midnight hour, 
hilft Lady Randolph fleeps, [ will walk forth, 

ad tafte the air that breathes on yonder bank. 

tumay her flumbers be! Ye minitters 

gracious heaven who love the human race, 

ngels and feraphs who delight in goodnefs t 

orfake your fkies, and to her couch defcend ! 

here from her fancy chace thofe difmal forms 
at haunt her waking ; her fad {piric charm 

With images celeftial, fuch as pleafe 

The blefs’d above upon their golden beds. 


Enter Servant. 


‘Serv. One of the vile affaffins is fecured, 
We found the villain lurking in the wood: 
With dreadful imprecations he denies 
All knowledge of the cringe. But this 75 not 
Hig firlt effay ; thefe jewem were conceal’d 
In the moft fecret places of his garmént; 
Belike the fpoils of fonte that he has murdér’d, 

Anna. Let me look on them. Ha! here is a Weart; 
The chofen creft of Dooglas’ valiant name ! 
Thefe are ito vulgar jewels. Guard the wretch, 

’ {Bxit Anta: 


Enter Servants with the Prifoner, 
I know no plore than does the child unborn 


L with, 
Piet Serv; hate Sir! . 
make you fpeak the truth. 
— Behold 


5 
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Behold the Lady of Lord Randolph cemes: |} 
Prepare yourfelf to meet her juft revenge. 





Enter Lady Rindolph and Anna. , 


4nna, Sammon your utmoft fortitude, before 
You {peak with him, Your dignity, your fame, s 
Are now at fake. Think of the fatal — 
Which in a moment from your lips may fi . 
Lady Rand. Thou fialt behold me, ah adefp’ rate 
heart, 
Hear how my infant perifh'd. See, he kneels. _ 
[The prijoner kneels. 
Prif, Heav'n blefs that countenance, fo {weet and 
mild! 
A judge like tis makes innocence more bold. | 
O fave me, Lady, from thefe cruel men 
Who have attack ’d and feiz’d me; who accufe 
Me of intended murder. AsIh ope 
For mercy at the judgment-feat of Heay’n 


- 


’ The tender lamb, that never nipt the grals, i 


Is not more innocent than I of murder. 
Lady Rand. Of this man’s guilt what proof can * 
produce ? 
| ‘Firft sir We found him lurking in the cht 


When view’ eta and call’d upen, amaz’d, he fled. 
We overtook him, and inquir’d from whence 
And what he was 4 he faid, he came from far, 
And was upon his journey to the camp. - 
Not fatisfy’d with this, we fearch’d his cloaths, 7“ 
And found thefe jewels, whale rich value plead =~ 
Mott powerfully againit him, Hard he feerfis, ar 
And old in yillainy, Permit us try , 
His yp penr! againft the torture’s force. 

Prif. O y! by your Lord's dear lifet._ 
Which por hands, I fwear, did ne'er affail m 
And by your childrens welfare, fpare my age! iy 
Let not the iron tear my antient b . 
And my grey hairs bring to the grave with pain. 
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vnd. Account for thefe; thine own they can- 
























I fay; be ftedf.it to the truth ; 
hood is molt certain death. 
Rs a nna romeves the Servants, anl retin ti. 
» O 


Alas! I'm fore befet! Jet never man, 
! voc tin againit t his foul ! 
ullice is in this moil t jak! s 


} y now, muk & formes ge il¢ reveal. 
La ty Rand. O} Anna heor! once more, [ charge 
thee, fpeak 
The trath direét: for thefe co me foretell 
Ar id certify a part of thy narration ; 
With which if the remainder t.llics not, 
An inflant and a dreadful death abides thee. 
Prif. Phen, thas adjur’d, I'll {peak to thee as jul 
if you were the minifter of heaven, 
* down to fearch the fecret Ans of mén. 
ie eighteen years ago, I rented Jand 
{ brave Sir Malcolm, then Balarmo’s Lord; 
ut falling to decay, his fervants feiz'd 
All thar Chad, and shen tarn’d me aod mine, 
ur help lefts infants, and their \ ceping mother) 
tL to the mercy of the winter wil ds. 
little hove! by the river's Gde 
ceiv’'d us; there hard labour, and‘the (kill 
ithsag, which was formerly my (p oft, 
pported lifes Whilft thus We poorly liv’d, - 
One étormy might, ne ] re membey Ww ell, 
Che wind-and rain beat hard upon our yar 
Red came the river down, and loud and oft 
lhe angry Spirit ef the wie firiek'd. 
At the dead hour of night was heard the cry 
M4 one in jeopardy. Jrofe, snd ran 
To where the circhng eddy of a poal, 
encath the ford, us'd off to bring within 
eT aad whatever floating thing the dream 
adfeaughe. ‘he voice was ceas’d ; the perfon lof: 
ut looking fad and earneit on the waters, 
y the moon's light I faw, whirl'd round and round, 
B A batket: 


oh DOU GL S&. 


A bafket: foon I drew it to the bank, 
And neftled carious there an infant lay, 1g 
Lady Rand. Was he alve ? 
Prr/. Vic was. 
Lady Read. Inhuman that thou art! 
How could’tt thou kill what waves and benieits fp “Ma 
Prif. | am not fo inhuman. 
Lady Rend. Didtt thou not? 
Anna. My noble milirefs, you are mov'd too mune 
This man has not the afpeét of flern murder : 
Let him go on, and you, Lhope, will hear 
Gond tidings of your keinfman’s long loit child. 
Pri, 'V he needy man, who has known bettcr days, 
One whom diltre(s has fpited at the world, 
Js he Whom tempting fiends would ped upon 
To dg fuch deeds, as make the profperous men 
Lift up their hands and wonder who coald do them, | 
And {uch a man wasI; a man deciin’d, j 
- 


Who faw no end of black adverfity : 
Yet, for the wealth of kingdoms, I would not 
Vave touch’d that infant with a hand of haim. 

Lady Rard, Ha! doftthou fay fof Then perhaps he 

lives! 

Pri/. Not many days ago he was alive, 

Lady Rand. O' heav'nly Pow’r! did he then diel 

lately ? . 
Prif, T did a fay he died: I hope he lives. 
Not many days ago thefe eyes beheld 
lim, flourifhing in youth, and health, and beauty, , 
Lady Rand. Where is he now? 
Priy, Alas! 1 know nor where, 
Lady Rand. Oh! fate, | fear thee fill. Thou ri» 
dler, {peak 
Direét and clear: elfe I will fearch thy foul. 

* Anna. Permit me, everhonour’d! keenimpatitnes. 
« Tho’ hard to be refirain’d, defeats icfelf —’ 

Lady Raed. Purfue thy ftory with a faithfal so, 

To the lat hour that thou didit keep the child. 

Prif. Fear not my faith, tho’ I muft {peak my & 
Within the cradle where the infaut la nf ,) 
Was gow’s a mighty fore of gold and jewels: > 
Tees 
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ted which, we did refolve to hide, 


he world, this wonderful event, 
\j ite a peafant breed the noble child. 
“might mark the change of our eflate, 
pate » travell'd to the North, 
geht flocks and herds, and pradually brought forth 
urfecret wealth. But God's all-freing eye 
our avarice, and (mote wa fore. 
r, Oe by one, all our own children dy'd, 
he, the Stranger, fole remain’d the heir 
$f what, indeed, washis. Fain then, would I, 
Vho with a father's fondnefs lov'd the boy, = 


fove trufted him, now in the dawn of our 
Vith his own fecret : but mv .cvrows wile, 

ebeding evil, never would cor fent. 
Manwhile the itripling grew iu years ond beauty; * 


Ami, as we oft obterv’d, he bore hiwlelt 
the offspring of our cottage blood’; 
gr aature will break ours mild wi hehe mild, 
at with the forward he was fierce as fre, 
rd night and day he talk'd of war and arms. 
fet mylelf againt his warlike bent ; 
uigall in vain: for when a defperate band 
bbers from the favage mountains came— 
y Rard. Eternal Providence! Whitt is thy name ? 
¥ri/. My name is Norval: and my name he bears? 
4 sty Rand. Tis he! ‘tis he himfelf! ie is my fon! 
1 fovereign mercy ! *T'was my child I faw! - 
© wender, Anna, that my bofom burp’d. 
dena, Jal are your tran{ports: * ne’er was woman's 
* heart 
rov’d with fuch fierce extremes. h fated Dame |’ 
yet remember that you aré rater 
Mfervile eyes ; your gettures may be feen 
afion’d ttfange-; perhaps your words o’erheard. 
y Rand. Well doft thou counfel, Anna: heav’a 


beltow 
a that wifdom which my fate requires ! 
ana. The moments of deliberation pafs, 
d fopn you mut refolve. ‘This ufeful man 
B2 « Met 


r 
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* Mutt be difmifs’d in fafety, ere my Lord \ 

© Shall with his brave deliverer return.’ \\ 
Prif. If I, amidit aftonifiment and fear, « ‘ei 


Have of your words and geftures right) julo d > 
Thou art the daughter of my aici i > a i 4 
The child I refcu’d from the flood is thine. tay 
Lady Rand. With thee difimulation now were vain, 
Jam indeed the daugoter of sir Malcolm ; 
The child thou refeu'dit from the flood is mine. 
Prif. Blefs’d be the hour that made me « poor man! 
My poverty heth fav’d my matter’s houfe ! 
Isedy Rand. Thy words furprize me: fure thon dof 
nor icien : '' 
The tear ftands im thine eve :Vuch love from. thee 
Sir Malcolm's houfe deferv’d not; if aright 
Thou tald’it the Rory of thy own diftrefs, 
Prif. Sir Malcolm of our Barons was'the flower 5 
© "The taftelt friend," the beft; the kindeit matter: 
Burt ah! he knew not of my fad eftare, 
After that battle, where his gallant fon, " 
Your own brave brother, fell, the-goodold Lord 
Grew defperate and recklefs of the world ; 
And never, as he erlt was wont, went forth 
'To overlook the conduct of his fervants. 

"By them | was thruit out, and them I blame. 
May heav’n fo judge me, as I judg’d my matter] 
And God fo love me as | love his race. : 

Lady Raud, His race fhall yet reward thee. Op thy 
4 faith , 

Depends the fate ofithy lov’d mafter’: houfe, 
Remembreft thou alittle lonely hut, 
That like. holy hermitageiappears 
Among. the olifts-of Carron # 
Prif, 1 remember © 
|. Thecottage of the ¢lifts, 
. Be si Rando? Tis nih eer +4 i 
ere dwells a man, of venerable < . 
Wao in my fayeredirelne fpenctie you: 
Tel! him I fent thee, and with himremain, 
*. “Pill thall call pon thee to declare, tal 
|. Before theKing and Nobles, what thou now . 
jie 3 
“ah 
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_ 

opvedrait tod “No more but this, and-thom nf 
Shale live in-honour all thy furure.days : , 
b_{> lope fhall.call thee faiW@r itil’, oe ~ 


; t yall biels the man who fav'd 

i¢ fon™ is, and Sir Malcolin’s heir. 

Peemembcr woth my. words: if thou fhould’f meet 
BHim whom thau call’t thy fon, fill call him fo, 

Pew mevicn nothing of his acbler father. 

rif Vear pot that diowld mar fo fair an haryeft, 

By putting in my fickle ere “tis ripe. . 
Why dics leave my home, and znticnt dame ? 

— To find the youth to tell him all I kogy 

_) And make him wear thefe jewels in his arms ; 

ig Which might, I thought, be challeng’d, and fo bring | 

)To light the fecret of his noble birth. ; 

* [Lady Randdélph peer cowards the Servants. —* 
Lady Regd. This man is not th’ afGfin you fulpected, 

Tho’ chance combin’d fome likelihoods againit him. 


ae: is the faith fal bearer of the jewels 


my 
mS A ee 


Jo their yight owner, whom in hafle he feeks. 
Tis meet that you dhou}d put him on hisivay, * 
) Since yourmiftaken zedl'hath dragp’d him hither. 
> Exeunt Stranger and Servaittt, | 
_yMy faichful Anna doft thou fhare my joyd <=, ] 
know thoudoft. Unparallel’d event} ets 
Reaching from heay’n to carth, jehovais’s nem 
pnatch’d:from the waves, and brings to me my font 
udge of the widow, and the orphan‘s father ; a 
. beep a:widow’s and a mother’#thanks 
Yor fuch a gift! What does my Aana tliink: 
Df the young eaglet of a Valiant nef? 
dow foon Ke gaz’d on'bright and burning arms, ‘ 
Spurn’d the low dunghili Bi his fate had thrown him, 
And tower’d up to the region of his fire! ° 4 
dunaeHow fondly did your eyes devour the boy! | | 
Ayférious nature, with the anfeen cord : | 
f powerful inftinct, drew voted yoer own. ~ ~ 4 
ady Rand. rpady! tery of his bird: believ'd | 
ppreis’d my fanty quite; sordid he owe | 
ny Jikenefs.my fo fadden favour: ; 4 
pt now | long w fee hisface again, . ~~ 
B3 Examine 
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Examine every feature, and find oat 
‘The lineainents of Douglas, or my ews, , 
But moti of all Pong co let him khog | 
Who his true parents ire, to claf oy a 
And tell bim all the flory of his faa 
Agna, With wary caution you mel Sear 
In public, left your tendernefs break forth, 
And in obfervers {tir conjectures ftrange. 
* For, if a cherub in tae ihape of woman 
**Should walk this world, yet defamation would, | ~ 
* Likea vile cur, bark at the angel’s train ' 
Yestar the Raron flarted at your rears. | 
Lady Rend. He did fo, Anna! well thy Mille 
knows, 
If the leaft circumftance, mote of offence, 
SWould touch the Baron’s @ye, his fight would be 
With jealoufy dilorder’d. Bur the more 
Tt does beiiove me infant to declare 
The birth of Dougias, and affert his rights. 
This aight I purpofe with.my fon to meet, 
Reveal the fecret, and confult with bim : 
For wife he is, or my fond judgment errs, 
As he does now, fo look’d his noble father, 
Array’d ia nature's cafe: his mien, his fpeech, 
Were fweetly fimple, and full oft deceiv’ 
Thofe trivial mortals who feem always wife. 
But, when the matter match’d his mighty mind, 
Up rofe the Hero: on his piercing eye 
Sat obfervation: ‘on each glance of thought 
Decifion follow’d, as the thunder-bolt 
Purfues the flah. 
Anna. That demon haunts you fill: 
Behold Glenulvon. 
Lady Rand. Now I hun him not. 
This day I bray’d him in bebalf of Norval? 
Perhaps too far: at leat my micer fears 
For Douglas thys interpret. 


Enter Glenalvon. . 
Glen. Noble Dame! ; 


The hov’ring Dane at laft his men hath lanced : 
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o band of pirates ; but a mighty hott, 
at come to fettle where their valour conquers 5 
acountry, or to lofe themfelves, 
md. But whence comes this intelligence. 
lenalvon ? 
Glen. A nimble courier fent from yonder camp, 
o haften up the chieftains of the north, 
‘orm'd me, as he pat, that the fierce Dane 
d on the eafterh coaft of Lothian linded, 
Near to that place where the fea rook immenfe, 

S* Amazing Bals, looks o’era fertile land. 

* Lady Rand. Then matt this wellepg arms ttre 

& * to join 
* The warlike troops that guard Edina's tow'n. 
* Gln, Beyond all quettian. Tf impairing cme 
Has hot effac'd the imaye of a plice > 
Once perfeét in my brealt, there jp a wild 
Which lies to weftward of that mighty rock, 
And feems by mature formed for the cump, 
Of water-watted armies, whofe chief ftrengih 

“? Lies in firm foot, unflank’d with warlike horle: 
b * If martial {kill direéts the Danith lords, 







¢: There inacceflible their army lies ; 
" To our fwift-{cow’ring horfe, the, bloody ficld ime 
* Mult man to may, and foot to foot, be fought.” ; 
Lady Rand. How many mothers shall bewail their 
fons ! 
ow many widows weep their hufhands MZin ! 
e dames of Denmark! ey'n for you [ fecl, 
rho fadly fitting on the fea-beat fhore, 
ong look for lords that never fhall return, ~ 
Glen, Oft has th? unconquer’d Caledonian fword 
idow’d the north. The children of the flain 
ome, a I hppe, tomeet their father’s fate, 
he moniter war, with her infernal brood, 
ond yelling-fury, and life-ending pain, 
objects to Glenalvon’s fou! 
corn is more grievous than the pains of death » = 
ps more es than the pointed fivord. A 
ady ae I fcorn thee not, but when I ought te 
’ orn j, 
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Nor e’er i sae bat when infulted yirtog 
Again audacious vice aflerts hertelf. 
1 own thy worth, Glenzlyon; none Gant 
Than I to praife thine eminence in ap 
And be the echo of thy martial fang 
Ivo longer vainly feed a guilty pashon: 
Go and purfue a lawiul riftre is, Glory. 
Upon the Danifi crefts redecim thy fact, 
And lec thy valour be the thield of Rangolph. 
. Glen, Once inftant day, and hear an alter’d mang’ : 
Wien beanty pleads for virtue, vice abath'd ‘ 
Bugs its Gwn colours, and goes o’er to virtue. I 
Lam your convert; time wi Vill fhew how tuly : 
Yet one immediate proof ] mean to give. 
"Vhat youth, for whom your ardent zeal to-day 
Somewhat too haughtily defy’d your fleve, 
Amid the hock of araues Pil deferd, 
And turn death from him with a guardian arm, 
* Sedate by ufe, my bofon madden: nor 
* At the tumultuous uproar of the feld.’ ‘oil 
Lady Rand. A& thus, Gienalvon, and I aun thy 
friend ; ro 
But that’s thy leat reward... Believe me, Six, 
"7 hetraly generous is the truly wile ; 
And he who loves not others, liyes unblef, , 
[Exit Lad Ratidolph aad Aah 
Glen. Amen! and virtue is its own reward ‘- ; 
I think that I have hitthe tay tone 
In which fhe loves.to fpeak, Honey'd affent,, 
How pleafant art thou to the tuite of man, 
And woman alfa } flauery direct 
Rarely difgufts, They litcle know mankind — , 
Who doubr its operation : "tis my key, " 
. And o:es the wie ofthe hatyan hearts. 
How far 1 have pow 1 know nots, 
Yetd incline ye think Be 
"ee be awhiler *Tis Ber alone ; - 
fhe ii Randolph live, an rf faith 
nd@vamity, uncertain is my re 
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f By that weak hair, a peevith female's will, 






‘ ot idle: Sislgeassohet-dowees 
% oe: nae de cannot be calculated.’ 


rval’s I have found moft apt. 
|» And he has pawn’d his foul 
‘whatever | fuggett. 


i ie m told, Jae that alluring look, 
xt man and woman, which ] have obferv’d ¥ 
. en the nicer and fantaftic dames, 
Sergire, like Lady Randolph, fall of virtues 
» ifing Randolph’s jealouly I may 

Ago ai him to the Pe tad He eo le errs 
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ACT Iv. eh 
Flouri/h of Trumpets. 


Enter Lord Randolph, 















Lird Rando!ph. 


UMMON an hundred horfe, by break of di 1] 
To wait our pleafure at the caftle-gate. 


Enter Lady Randolph. 
Lady Rand. Alas! my Lord! I’ve heard af 


news : 

The Danes are landed. 

Lord Rand. Ay, no inroad this 
Of the Northumbrian bent to take a fpoil : 
No {portive war, no tournament eflay 
Of fome young knight refolv’d to break a fpear, 
And fta'n with hoftile bloed his maiden arms. 
The Danes are Janded ; we muft beat them bai 
Or live the flaves of Denmark. 

Lady Rand. Dreadful times! in ie 

Lord Rand. The fencelefs villages are all forfake 
‘The trembling mothers rey their children d 
In wall.girt towers and les ; whillt che men 
Retire indignant. Yer, like broken’waves, 
rs but retire more awful to.return. 

Lady Rand. lmmenfe,, as fame reports, the D 

~— 


ho: 
Lord Raad. Were it 2s numerous as loud fa mi 
ahstasnip bute Siboreess would pierce ip thro’: 
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rs, that fhrink not from each other's fide, rs 
ond companions, fill our warlike files : 

Adar offspring, and the wile he loves, 
biAnwind, and the fearlefs father arm. 

ulgar breafts heroic ardour burns, 
the poor peafant mates his daring lord. _ . 
mdy Rand. Men’s minds are temper’d, like their 
®. f{words, for war; 
“overs of danger, on deftruétion’s brink 

they joy to rearereét their daring forms. - 

nee, early graves; hence, the lone widow's life > 
d the fad mother’s grief-embitter’d age.’ 4 
reis our gallant gueft ? 
ord Rand. Down in the vale 
Ht him, managing a fiery heed, 
bfe ftabbornoefs had fuil’d the trength and fkilb 

eryrider, Bat bchold he comes, 

me{t converfution with Glenalvon. 


Enter Norval and Glenalyon. 


nalvon ! with the lark arife: go forth, 
lead my troops that lie in yonder vale : 
te I travel to che royal camp: 

» thou goeft with me. Bur fay, young manif'” 
re didft thou learn fo to dilcourfe oF hone, < 
fuch terms as I o’erheard to-day? s 
no village fcience, nor its phrafe * | 
guage taught amongtt the thepherd fwa'me. “7 
vy» Small is the fkili my Lord delights to praifé , 
he favours——Hear from whence it came, 
ath a mountain’s brow, the molt remote t 
Thacceffible, by thepherds trod, 
deep gave, dug by no: mortal hand, ty 
mit liv’d ; @ melancholy man, 
> was the wonder of our wand’ring (wains. 
ere and lonely, cruel tohiméelf, 
they report hime: ‘the cold earth his bed, 
or his drink, Wiis food the thepherds’ alms, 
t to fee Sgr rh heart was toach'’d ~ 
rev'rence pity. Mild hefpake, “© 

BO And 
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And, enring on difcourfe; fuch Roriestold Rass 
- AS made me aft revisit his fad cell. 





For he had been a foldier in’ his| youth: a. 
And fought in famous batties, wheo the Pg eae’ 
‘OF Europe, by the bold Godfredo led 4° 
Againét th’ ufurping Infidel difplay*d Eee’ 


|) ©. o'The bleffed Crofé, and won-the Holy Land. © 

+) Pleas’d with my admiration, and the fire a 
- His {peech fruck from me, the oid man would Bey 
aa His years away, and att his young eticounters ; i 
‘Then, having ihew'd his wounds, he'd fit hiredem 
‘And all the live-lonp day difevarfe of war. . 
















‘To help my fancy, in the fmooth green turf (ops 
t He cut the figures of the marthal’d hoits ;° ra 
| Deferib’d the motions, and explain’d the ufe th, 


Ofthe deep column, and the lengthen'd lings 
‘The {quare, the crefcent, and the phalanx fy 


x) For ali that Saracen or Chriftian knew 
(he Of war’s vaft art, was to this hermit known. Go 
ih Lord Rend. Why did this foldier inva defe 


b*  Thofe qualities that thould have grac'd a camp 
D Nerv. That rooatlat Ilearn’d, Unhappy, 
* Returning homeWards by Mefina's port, f 
Loaded with weolth and honours-bravely wonjye 
= «A rode and hoif?rous captain of the fea 
Faften'd aqoarrel.on him. Fierce uhey foughys 
The ftranger¥ell, and with his dyingybreath. 
De-tlas"deuis name and Jineage | Mighty Power 


7 


sy fame parents bara 
i) His only brother. They ‘chang’c 4 

: And happy, an my mune, 
Pj + For many de hs hy the ' 
© Inthe wild defert.on 
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cee wn: nd | 


lov" bet re t rn 







! ; im 
dive tragedy were there-no more. 
ppy perfons? did the parents live? . 
Nerv. No; they were dead: kind heav'’n bad clos’d 
‘ their eyes i. 
efore their fon tad thed his brother’s blood. 

‘Lord Rand. Hard is his fate ; for he was notto blame! 

“here is a deitiny in this ttrange world, 

Which oft decrees an undeferved doom: 

Leggehootmen tellus why.—From whence theft founds? 
LA [VY rumpets at a dilate, 

il Enter an Officer. 


bay : ; é 
porte 
we *My Lord, the trumpets of the troops ofLaqrn : 
ey" leader hails oe aable Randolph. 


*. Lor id. Mine anuent ’guelt! does her the war- 
riors lead? 
He lenmark rous’d the brave old Knight.to arms? 
~~ OF. No Ah sp with warfare, he reigns the fword. 
é , the valiant Joho of Lorn, : 
Now leads:his kindred bands. ¥ 
Lord Rand. Gienalyon, go. 


With hofpirality’s moft ftrong requeR. ito 
‘Uprteat the chief. ae. (Exit Glenalvon, 
rays sah pod 
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My- Lord, requefts are vain. 
ges on, impatient of delay, ° 
ting with the tidings of the foe’s approach. Exita) 
ord Rand. May victory &t on the warrior’s plume! 
sige war's alarms his paiture lie, =. 
(By mountains inaccefible fecur’d; = 
 Vet)forempft he into the plain defcends, f 
jer to bleed ‘in b Doehisown, = 
were the, ient world; 
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, Lady Rand. The foldier’s loftinefs,the pride ay pont’ 


Invekting awtul war, Norval, ‘I fee, 
Tranfport thy youthful mind. ) 
Nerw. At! thould they not? . 
Blcit be the-hour | left my father’s houfe! 
I might have been a fhepherd all my days, 
And ftole obfcurely to apeafant’s grave. 
Now, if Ll live, with mighty chiefs I fand ; 
And, if I fall, with noble duft i lie. 
Lady Rand. Thereis 2 generous {pirit in thy breait, y 
That could have well fuftain’d a prouder fortune, 
.* This way with me, under you {preading beech,” 
Since lucky chance has left us here alone, 
Unfeen, unheard, by human eye or ear, 
1 will amaze thee with a wond’rous tale. 
Norv. Let there be-danger, Lady, with the ‘fecret 
That! may hug it to my grateful heart, 
And prove my faith. Command my fword, my li 
Thele are the fole poffeffions of poor Norval. “c 
Lady Rand. Know'ft thou thefe gem:? 
Nae: Durtt [ believe mine eyes, 
I'd fay I knew them, and they were my father’s, 
Lady Rand. Thy father's, fay’tthou! zh! they were’ 
thy father’s! B 
Norv. I faw them once, and-curioufly inquir’d 
Of-both my parents, whence fuch fplendorcame?. | 
But I was check’d, andwmore could never learn. ~* 
Lady Rand. Then learnof me, thowart not Nortal¥ i 
« fon. 
Nerv. Not Narval’s fon ! 
Lady Rand. Nor of a dhepherd {preee: 
Norv, Lady, whoam I then? 
Lady Razd. Noble thousart; 
For noble was thy Sire! , 
Norw. 1 will believes—= 
©! tell me farthér! Say whowas my father? 
Lady Rand. Douglas! 
Norv. Lord. Douglas, ioe I fw 
Lady Rand. His younger 
Ne rv. Andina acre H. ; 
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Nev. You make me tremble——Sighs aud tears! 
Livée my brave father? 

Liddy Ranz. Ah! too brave indeed ! 

e fellin battle ere thyfelf was born. 

) Norv. Ah meunhappy ! ere I faw the light? 

ue does my mother lve? I may conclude, 


From my own fate, her portion has been forrow. 
Lady Rand. She lives; but waftes her life in conftant 






® 
“ 


woe, 
Weeping her hufband flain, her infant Inf. 
Nerv. You that are {kill’d fo well in the fad ftory 
Of my unhappy parents, and with tears 
Bewail their deitiny, now have compiffion 
Upon the offspring of the friends you lov’d! 
O! tell me who, and where my mother is! .. 
s’d by a bafe world, perhaps the bends — , 
“Beneath the weight of other ails than grief; 
‘ d, defolate, implores of btav'n thé aid 
er fon thoukd give. It is, itanuft be fo— 
Your countenance confeiles that the’s wretched. 
Of} tell me her condition! Can the fword— 
Who thall.ccfitt'me in 2 parent’s caufe? 
Lady Rand. Thy virtue ends her woe! My fon! my 


fon ! 
? Norv. Art thow my mother? ‘ = 
Lady Rand. | am thy mother, and the wife of 
Douglas! [Falls upon dis neck. 


1 Norw. O heav’n and earth, how wondroussis my face! 
Art thou my mother? Ever let me kneel! “ 
Lady Rand. Image of Douglas! Fruitof fatal love! 
| All that Towe thy Sire, 1 pay to thee, 
, Norv. Refpett and admiration (ill me, 
' Chae i rll vo ta of a fon. 
etl was to my hamble " 
- Batd'id my Siré fu thered of men, 
_ As thou exeeligit of womankind ? 
Lady Rand. Arife, m, fon lol me thou dof behold! 
A 'The poor semaine of beitity. once admis'd ; 
The autemn of my days 1s. come already ; 
For forrow made, my fammer hafte away. 
Yet in my prime Lequall’d.not thy father 5. His " 
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et il j — Tr oe <<? os = = 
bao, ° «ED a a 7 
iis dike the eagle's, yet fometimes~ 
- wae ee and, as he pleas'd, te ee a 







Albhearts with foftnefs, or with firic aw say 2 
Nore, How did he fall? Sute *twas wb! 

Wheri Douglas died. O Ihave much nen - 
Lady — Hereafter thou, iteisheze ae lengthe 


Of all ey carhess and thy mother’s ‘piOhan be 
At prefent this: thou art the rightful heir % 
Of yonder caflle, andthe wide domains »_ ; 
Which now Lord Randolphy as my-huiband,, halds, 
Pat thon shalt not be wrong’d; 1 have the power 
To right thee Rills- before the King T’li kneet, 
ar call-Lord Dou aos to proteé * blood. 
Norv. ‘Vheblood of Dowglas will protectitfelf. ° 
Lady Rand. But we shall need both aks om fas 
vour, boy, 
To wreft th lands and lordthi from the agri 
OF Randolph and his kiss (uae Yer l a aa 
My tale will move each gentle heart to pity» Ke Sagi 
My (life incline the virtuous to believe. oy 
Nerv. ‘To be'the fon.of Douglas is tome)» < ¥ 


» Inheritance enough. Declaremy!birth, © 


And in the field Pll feek fox fate: and fortune. 
Lady Raxd. Thou dof not know what > arly 
tinjuftice 
Await the. poormean’s valour. O! my Son 
The Lapses" =p ne land’s abath'd, oom ‘ 
Having no yey bur pale pover mA 
‘Too. long haft thou been thus atten ed, Dov; 
Too long ha thou beendcem’da peafad's 5 i. A 
The wan aa bai cmd i eganee oe 
Perhaps hasfcorn’ ec. Sate r ) 
Whilft thy indigent. fps nell. f mae a. Z 


Sach contumely 


But hw | pupa aloe ts esses ae aA 
GMb be hercafier old '- Kink 





That we fo 4 “ return, ai” 
Rec aon oer Lary hand | atl 

ceive a bil wh} ep Feely 
5 apiclie ty aan. thd Stig Ke i 
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Sf private conference. Its purport mark ; 7 
for, as 1 there appoint, we meet again. 
ve me, my fon! and frame thy manners fill 
Norval’s, not to noble Douglas’ tate. 
Norv. 1 willremember. Where is Norval now? 
That good old man. 
Lady Rend. Athand conceal’ he lies, 
ufeful witnefs, Bilt bewace, my fon, 
wf yon Glenalvon ; in his guilty brealt 
helides a villain’s fhrewdnefs, ever prone 
To Falfe conjecture. He hath griev’d my heart. 

Nerv. Has he indeed? Then let yon falfe Glenalvon 
ware of me. [Ext 
ee Raud; There burft the fmother'd flame ! 

thou all righteous and eternal King ! e 

“who father of the fatherlefs art call’d, 
my fon !—Thy io pirasibn Lord! 


All'd-his bofom with that facred fire, 
ie the breafis of his forefathers burn'd gs. ©» 












‘on high like them,, that hemayfhime + 
Shy of his mative land-! ' 
‘Then let the minifler of death defcend,. ~~ oe 
le bear my avilling {pirit to its place, *. 
nder they come. How dob womién find $ 
Wnehanging-alpects to conceal ‘their guilt?) 
W hep: by reafon, and by juftice urgd, 
ult hardly cau diffemble with thefe men. . © 
Bs ure’s pious caufe. , 


- Biter Bort Rando} e and Ctaiatvod: ’ 


5 


» Lard Rand. Hant chief} a *!~ 
: pote & ano at repofe difclaims: 

Rand. Benoty my Lord, by his example Fuad: 
j Acranperdeert thebulisiefs of to-morrow 


how, 
And, when you enter, fj i's war [Baits 
Lord’ et : "Tis, A} ‘mien, her voice, 
And h ‘ap ; Cw 
py Bie’ ra ic 
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Glen. He parted from her now: behind the m 
Amongtt the trees, T faw him glide along. 

Lord Rand. For fad, fequeftred virtue the’s re 

Glen. Mott truce, my Lord, 

Lord Rand. Yet this difinguith’d Dame 
Invites a youth, the acquaintance of a day, 
Alone to meet her at the midnight hour. 

This affignation [ /Aew: a lager] the affafinefreed, 

ler manifeft affection for the youth, 

Might breed fofpicion in a hufband’s brain, 
Whofe genile comfort all for jove had wedded ; 
Much more in mine. Matilda never lov’d me, 
Let no man, after me, a woman wed, Py 
Whole heart he knows he has not; tho’ the brings p>, 
A mine of gold, a kingdom for ner dowry. {4 
For let her feem, like the night’s fhadotvy qiteen, 
Cold and contemplative ;—he cannot truit her: 
She may, fhe will, bring thame and forrow . 
The wort of forrows, and the worft of thames! 

Glen, Yield not; my Lord, to fuch afBiéting though 
But let the fpirit of an hufband fleep, ‘ 
Till your own fenfes made a fure contlufion, 
This billet muft to blooming Norval go: 

At the next turn awaits my trufty {py5 
I'll give it him refitted for his matter. 


In the clofe thicket take your fecret ftand ; ‘ 

The moon fhines bright, and your own eyesmay jad 

Of Weir behaviour. i 
Lord Ran& Thou doft counfel well. ? 


Glen. Permit me now to make one flight fay, 
Of #1] the trophies which vain mortals boat, 
By wit, by valour, or by wifdom,won, 
The firft and faireit in a young man’s eye, 
Is womin'seaptive heart, Succefsfulvove 
With glorious flames intoxicates themind ! 
-And the proud conqaerer in triemph moves 
Air-born, exalted above vulganmen. 
Lord Rand.’ And-what avails this maxim? 
Glen. Much, my Lord! 
Withdraw aditele; l'lt-actoft-young Norval; 
And with ironical desifive counfel 2 
x 


& oe 
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xplore his fpirit. If he is no more 
han humble Norval, by thy favour rais’d, 
sve as heis, he'll fhrink attonifh'd from me: 
tif he be the fav’rite of the fair, 
v'd by the firit of Caledonia’s dames, 
xe'll turn upon me, as the lion turns 
Jpon the hunter's {pear, 
Lord Rand. ’Tis thewdly thought. 
Glen, When we grow loud, draw nea¥, But let my 
Lord 
His rifing wrath reflrain [£xit Randolph. | 
—_——- ——'Tis flrange, by heav’n! 
Thar the fhould ren full tilt her fond career, 
aM one fo little known. She too that feem'd 
ure asthe winter itream, when ice embofs'd 
Whitens its courfe. Mven I did think her chafte 
*Whofe charity exceeds not. Precious fax! 


Wihofe deeds lafeivious pafs Glenalvon’s ae 
Norval appears. 





i His port I love; he’s ina proper m 
- To chide the thunder, if at him it roar’d. 
| Has Norval feen the troops? 
Norv. The fetting fun, 
ph yellow radiance lighten'd all the vale, 
nd asthe warriors mov'd, each polihh*’dhelm, 
"Corflet, or fpear, glanc’d back his gilded beams. 
The hill they climb’d, and halting at its top. 
Qf more than mortal fize, tow’ring, they-feem'd, 
An hoft angelic, clad in burning arms, 
Glen, Thou talk’ft it well; no leader of our hoft, 
In founds more lofty, fpesks of gloriows war. 
forv. If I thalke'er acquire a leader’s name, 
My fpeech will be lefs ardent. Novelty 
Now prompt? my¢ongue, and youthful admiration 
Vents itfelf freely; fince no part is mine 
OF praife pertainng'to the great in arms. 
Glea. ve ee yourlelf, brave Sir, your martial 














‘ ee 
‘Have rank'd you wich the great: :but mark me, Norval : 
Lord Randoiph’s favoar now exalts your youth 
¢ his veterans of famous fervice, 
. Let 
: 
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Let me, who kaow the foldiers, counfel you. 










Give them all honcur; feem not to command; 
Klfe they, will fcarcely broak your late {prung p 
Which wor oliiance proos, mor birth adorns. 

Norz, Siz, 7 have beer accuitom’d all iny day 
To hear and {peak the plain : ind fimple truth: 
And tho’ T have been to! id, that there are men 
Who borrow friendthip’s toggue to iptak cteir flowy 


Yet ia fo@ language Lam little tkili'd, 
Therefore | thank Glenalyon for his counfel, 
although it founded harfhly, Why remind 
Me of my birthobfeure? Why flur my power 
With fuch contemptuous terms? 
Glen. «1 did not mean 
To gall your pride, which now [fee is great. 
Vorw. My pride ! 
Glen. Sypprefs it.as you with to profper. 
Your pride’s exeeflive. Yet for Rundalph’s faker 
_1 will not leave you to its rath direction, 
If thus you {wéll; “atid frown at high-born men, 
Think you they will endure a fhepherd's fcorm? 
Norv: A thepherd’s {corn! ,* , 
Glen. Yes, iF you prefume 





To bend on,foldiers thefe difdainful ee ' Q 
_ What will become of you? 

Norw. If this weretold [4e 

Hat thou no feaeS for thy prefumptuous felf? ; 


Gln. Ha! Dott thou-threaten me? j 

Norv Did thou not hear? - 

Glen, Unwillingly.I did ; 2 noble foe ; 
Had not been gueition’d thus. Butduch as chee—* 

Norv, Whom-doft thou think.me? ‘ 

Ghz. Norval, d 

Norv. So lam——— “ rs 
And who is. Nervalin Glesaivon’s 4 eyes? 

Glen. A peafant’s Mae a wand'ring igen hort HF 
Arbeit no.m even if he Sthe troth... 

Norv. Fated thou art, ates fafpedt my tr 
Glen, Thy truth -thon’st al aties -and falle as 
Is the vain-glorions, tale thow told!fi to Ranaolph.. © 


t 
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ry. If l were chain’d, unarm'd, and bedrid old, 
haps I fhould revile: But as | am 

fve no tongue tp rail. The humble Norval 

“ace who hiives not but with deeds, 

ot fear to freeze thy thallow vaiour, 

ake thee fink toodvon beneath my fword, 

‘Al chee—what thou art. [ know thee well. 

vn. Dofl thou not know Glenalvon, born to com- 
mand 

} incr: nd flaves like thee? 

Vere. Villain, ne more: 

aw and defeod thy life. I did defiga 

have defy'd thee in another caufe: 

t heaven zecelerates its vengeance on thee. 


foo my own and Lady Randolph's wrongs. 







* Enter Lod Passions 


Lagil Rand. Hold, | command you both.” The man 
' that {tirs 
takes me his foe. > 


»Nory. Another voice than thine 
Shat threat had vainly founded, noble Randolph. ¥ 


Glen Hear him, my Lord; he’s wond’rous con- 
defeending ! 
rk the ppeniny of thepherd Norval! 

Vhore, Now you may fcofin fafety. [Séeaths hi fawerd. 
-Lord as Speak not thus, 

“aunting h other; but unfold to me : 

rhe cathe of quarrel, then I judge betwéxt you. 

| Norv. Nay, my good Lord, tho’ I revere you 


much, 
My caufel plead nw, nor destand your judgment, 
 blath to fpeak ; £ will nots cannot {peak 
rh* opprobriow’ words that | from him have borne, 
° oa e-lord fd my’ ote native. oe, 
owea bj t’s mage; bat even 
nd his high arbitradonl ie reek _ 


ec 
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Revoke your favours, and let Norval go 

Hence as he came, alone, bat not difhonour’d. 
Lord Rand. Thus far 1’ll mediate with impartial 

voice. 

The antient foe of Caledonia’s Jand 

Now waves his bangers o’er her frighted fields, 

Sufpend your purpofe, till your country’s arms 

Repel the bold invader; then decide 






The private quarrel. & . 
Glen. T agree to this. 
Norv. And I. 
Enter Servant. 4 


Serv. The banquet waits. 

Lord Rand. Wecome. | Exit Randolph and Servant 

Glen. Norval, ¢ 
Ley not our variance mar the focfal heur, 
Nor wrong the hofpitality of Randolph. . 
Nor frownng ahger, nor yer wrinkled hate, 
Shall ftain my countenance. Smooth thou thy brow; — 
Nor let our ftrife difturb the gentle Dame. 

Norv. Think not fo lightly, Sir, of my refentment; . 
When we contend again, our ftrife is mortal. 

[Excuwr. 


ACT 


at. 


—— 
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AC 


The Wood. 
4 


Exzer Douglas. 

















HTS is the place, the centre of the grove. 
Here ftands the oak, the monarch of the wood. 
weet and folemn is this midnight feene! 
MSGlver moop, unclouded, holds her way 
pro’ fkies where I could count cach little Rar. 
ht fanning weft wind fcarcely itirs the leaves ; 
c river, rushing o'er its pebble bed, 

fes filence witha ftilly found. 
uch a place as this, at fach an hour, 
‘anceftry can be in ought believ'’d, 

feending fpirits have convers’d with man, 
nad tohi the feerets of the world unknown. 


F oles Exter Old Norval. 


is jaft reproach I fear. [Douglas turn#and foes him. 
orgie, forgive, - d 
anf thod forgive the many the (lfifh man, 

yho bred Sir Malcolm’s heir a fhepherd’s fon. 

Doug. Kneel not tome: thou art my father fill ; 

hy with'd-for prefence now compleats my joy. 
elcometo me, my fortunes thou fhalt fhare, 

nd ever honour’d with thy Douglas live. 

Norv. And dof thou call me father? O my 
fon ! 

ink that I could die to make amends, 


* . For 


. 


‘ 
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Which in the wildernefa {0 long conceal’d” 
~ The bloflom of thy youth. 

Doug. Not wore the frvit,.. =. 
That in the wildernefs the bloffom blow'd. 
Amongit the thepherds, iu the humbleeor, 
1 fearn'd fome leflons, which I'll nat; 
_ When 1] inhabit yonder, towers. 
“J, who was once 4 fwain}. will yer proye 
The poor man’s friend »and, when my-wafils how, 


Norval hall fmooth the crefted pride of 
Norv, Let me but liveto fee thine “alan 


For the great wrong I did thee: *T'was my crime { 


" Yet grievous-are my fears, -- leave this a 4 


And thofe unfriendly,rowers, ) 
Doug. Why thould I leaye them ?. > 
Nerv. Lord Rando * pag hist linen ook your li 
* Doug, How. know’ 

Nerv, 1 will inform you how. Ad) en mee 49 

‘When evening tame, Lteft thefecret plate - 9% 

ointed for me by your mother’s care, >- 

# fondly trod inyeach accuftem’d path “HF- 

That to the caftle leads,” et us Tpang’d, ~ 

“] was alarm’d with unexpeded fow mW 

Of earneft voices, On ee came; ten) Al 

Unfeen Ilark’d, and.overheard aed a 

Each other as they talk yd nis, 


And that Gle yalvon they {pe 
And Of the Lady > irene rfpeech, 
‘Tho’ but im: r i 
* T'was firar petal ahevtestl ea ea dileov iv 
And ever an Speron cone prrenge- “< 
Doug. Revestah eed Pe : 79 \° : 
Norv. For being 2 teil sa 
Sir Malcolm’s helt: how elle have you offended #4 


enor cS gees 









» Means to inform yoae their 


> 


| 

1 

But I could thivk of none: at Taf, ‘Te 2 | 

1 iffu’d forth, encom me taers 4 

* With many a weary ep, a wi look. 

Now tee idence hath brought you to my fight, Ld 
" - 4 


| 
| 
e- 5 | 
~". > 
= . © 


Ta Fe — 


Tet not your too. getr aguage apes an 
prhe caution W I give. 

Deug. 1 {corp it not. 
mother warn’d me of Glenalvon’s bafenefy: 
T will not an ees the noble Randolph. * 
ur encounter with the vile Fiscaant 
hark’d ve demeanor: him 1’1L ies 
Norv. I earyos will to 

ug.’ Here in this ew ; 
ait my mother’s coming ; the thall rede ” 
at thou haft told : her counfel I will follow ; 
nd cautious ever are a mother’s counfels. F 
ou muft@epart ; your prefence may prevent <2" 
ur interview. 
crv. My blefling reft upon thee! 

y heav'n’ *s hand which fav’d thee from the waves 
And from. the fword of foes,” be near thee fill; « * 
urning mifchance, if ought hangs o ‘er why: head, 
| upon mine ! (Bye. 
lovg. He loves me like a parent; — sh 
‘And.mut not, thall not lof ~ fon he loves, ~~ 
Altho’ his‘fon has found a nobler father. 
iventful day ! how haft thow chang"d my fate! 
Onceson the cold, and winter-thaded fide yo 
an bleak hill, mifehance had rooted me, — 
to thrive, child of-another foil ; 1 dyer 

Fined now tothe gay fuany vale, c 
vske t thorn of May my fortane flowem. 
Ye glorious greta high heav’n’s spa hott! 
Tolwhom of have of m7 loco > 
Hear and record my foul’s ahalter’ 

Vk Seleide let me but be renown’d ak 
May heav’n infpiredome es ace 
To give a bold’ ty our h 


Sefore he fpeals it out Twill accept 
ike Douglas eee like “Doogie dic. , 


‘Eater Diy y Randolph. 
dais Rand My fon ! heard ae 


Doug. The voice — 


Ve 





















cto 


ik 


bd . 
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Bee 3 aap duals : 


NS Lady Rand, Didft thou complain alond.to nature's 


r ear, . ; 
That thus in dukky thades, at midnight hours, 
_ By flealth the mother and the fom fhould meer ? 5 
: [Embracing him, 
| _ Doug, No ; on this happy day, this better birth-day,\ 
pres hts and words areallhof hope andjoy. *, 
; os ady Rand. bes ah aie ey ftill divide. 4 

» The empire of my breaft with hope*and joy. | >) 

) Now ie what Dadvite, sig Ay 
_ Doug. Firft let me tel! wit \ 
‘What may the tenor of your counfel changes wes 

Lady Rand. My heart forebodes fome evil ee 
Doug. ’Tis not good. 

| Ategve, unfeen by Randolph and Glenalvon, c 

The,good old Norval in the grove o’erheard «, 

Their converfation: oft they mention’d me 
With dreadfal threatnings’; you they fometimesnam'ds 

| *T was flrange, they faid, a wonderful dilcovery$ ? 

| And ever and anon they vow'’d revenge. eri a 

if ’ Lady Rend. Defend us, gracious God: we aré be \ 

"d: 4 >" 





4 tray’d: 
‘They have eoasid sut the fecret of thy birth; 
inc muft be fo. That is thegreat-difcovery. ¢: 
‘Gir Malcolm’s heit is come to claing his own 5 ’ 
| And he will be revenp?d. Perhaps even now; » J 
_ Arm'd and prepar’d for murder, they but wait » 
WEa-divker and iibe-fifent hour, to-breat: 
nto the chamberwhere they think thou fleep’ff. =. 
This moment, this, heav’n hath ordain’d to fave thee! 


4 


Fly to the camp, mysfon! I 


oug. And -you here? e % 

No. rs the ie hes go together, ~ . 
| Call ap the ancient feryants of your houfe, \. 
Who in their youth did eat your father’s bread. 5 
Then tell them loudly that J am your fons 4 


_ ¥f in the breafts of men one fpark remains. + 
Of facred love, 3,2 ore pity, — ? 
_ Some in your caufe will arm. I afk but few 
To drive thofe spoilers from my father’s houfe. 


Se a ee 
DoOUaLA s. * See] 


Lady Rand. O Nature, Nature! what can check thy 
force? 
Thou genvine offspring of the daring Douglas! 
But ruth not on deftruction : Mave thytelf, 
And | am fafe. Tome they" mean no harm. 
Erhy ftay but ritks call precious life in vain. 
That winding path cohdw®s thee to the river. 
ofs where thou fee a bknad and beateu ways 
hich ranning eatt hed leads thee to the camp. 
Minitant demand admittance to.Lord: Douglas. 
Skew him thefe jewels, which Mis brother wore, 
Thy look, thy voice, will make hint feel the trot, 
Which. y certain pfoof will foon confirm, " 
Doug Lyield me and obey: but yet my heart | 
ds at this p Something bids me flay “9°” 
an "slife. Oft have I ead re 
us deeds by oneibold arm atchiev'd. 
neveres no more : “let me > forth, 
a thie}d can guard Glenalvon. 
Ran 


If thou gut - mother, or fini taal 


er’s mem’ry, t nomoe, — 
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ne waist EArt Bh, fore we Beas child, 
moft fearful " Watand _ zit bai i 
cate to dr > 


or roy > | 
dot hope! 
i. @ ce fi | 
~* 


it] y Y 
fe * 
: : fais 
ous caution y Claim 2 


are unthritking | maintain. 
Cz 
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| re ™ oh Cay ae aay “a 7 il 
a pou @ PEmans., "G : 


_ My coantry’s foes muft witnefs who Tam. 
| On the invaders heads I’ll prove my birth, 
*Till friends and foes confefs the genuine *firvin 
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